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They  say  my  talent  is  satire ;  if  it  be  so,  it  is  a  fruitful 
age,  and  there  is  an  extraordinary  crop  to  gather.  But  a 
single  hand  is  insufficient  for  such  a  harvest :  they  have 
sown  the  dragon's  teeth  themselves,  and  it  is  but  just  they 
should  reap  each  other  in  Lampoons.  DRYDEN. 
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IN  presenting  this  Collection  of  SCOTISH  PASQUIIS  AN» 
LAMPOONS  to  those  who  take  an  interest  in  such  matters, 
the  Editor  believes  he  may  with  safety  affirm,  that  whatever 
other  claim  to  attention  it  may  have,  it  has  at  least  the  merit  of 
not  containing  one  article  which  can,  with  propriety,  be  termed 
positively  stupid  ;  this,  of  itself,  is  no  inconsiderable  recommen- 
dation, more  especially  when  it  is  remembered,  that  too  many 
collections  of  Old  Poetry  are  more  remarkable  for  their  insipidity 
than  any  thing  else.  But  he  thinks  he  may  also  venture  to  assert, 
that  not  an  inconsiderable  portion  of  its  contents  merits  preserva- 
tion, as  affording  a  favourable  specimen  of  the  satirical  vein  of 
the  Scotish  wits,  previous  and  subsequent  to  the  Revolution. 

Besides  these  considerations,  the  Collection  has  an  additional 
claim  to  notice,  not  only  from  presenting  a  curious  picture  of  the 
prejudices  of  the  Tories,  and  of  the  strange  lengths  which  political 
animosity  and  private  enmity  induced  them  to  go ;  but  as  explain, 
ing  many  personal  allusions  and  minor  historical  events  refer- 
red to  by  contemporary  writers, — an  elucidation  of  which  might 
in  vain  be  sought  for  in  works  of  a  more  serious  and  elevated 
character. 

When  the  reader  is  informed  of  the  sources  from  whence  the 
materials  were  derived,  he  will  feel  no  surprise  at  their  Jacobitical 
tendency.  The  greater  part  of  the  verses  have  been  procured 
from  the  MS.  Collections  of  Robert  Mylne,  writer  h  Edinburgh, 
of  whose  zealous  adherence  to  the  Stewarts,  no  stronger  evidence 
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need  be  adduced  than  his  characterizing  Algernon  Sydney  and 
Lord  Russell,  as  "  two  arrant  rogues. "  * 

With  the  exception  of  one  or  two  articles  from  Lord  Fountain- 
hall  and  Sibbald's  MSS.,  the  remainder  has  been  obtained  from 
a  collection  of  Pasquils  and  Lampoons  in  the  possession  of  a 
gentleman  in  this  city,  who  obligingly  permitted  a  transcript 
of  such  parts  as  fell  within  the  plan  of  the  Editor.  This  valu- 
able  little  Tolume  appears  to  have  been  commenced  about  the 
year  1692,  and  additions  were,  from  time  to  time,  made  to  it. 
Besides  the  few  articles,  now  for  the  first  time  printed,  it  contains 
an  entire  copy  of  Dr  Pitcairn's  Assembly,  and  a  great  variety  df 
satirical  poems,  the  most  considerable  of  which  has  never  been 
published, — is  also  attributed  to  Pitcairn ; — is  called  "  Babel,  " 
and  is  a  most  severe,  but  clever  attack  upon  the  General  Assem- 
bly. Its  original  owner  was  a  friend  of  Mylne's  as  well  as  of 
Pitcairn's,  and,  as  may  be  supposed  from  this  connection,  was  also 
a  keen  supporter  of  James  and  his  descendants.  Added  to  this, 
the  head  of  the  noble  family  to  which  he  was  related  had  been 
attainted,  and  his  estates  confiscated.  It  is,  therefore,  not  sur- 
prising, that  a  volume  thus  formed  should  almost  exclusively  be 
composed  of  satirical  effusions  against  those  in  power. 

As  it  is  to  Robert  Mylne  principally  that  we  are  indebted  for 
the  preservation  of  most  of  these  political  relics,  it  may  not  be 
altogether  out  of  place,  to  throvr  together  such  notices  as  could 
be  found  respecting  him.  It  is  certainly  singular,  that  so  little 
information  can  now  be  procured  relative  to  an  individual  once 
so  well  known.  The  accomplished  Editor  of  Lord  Fountain- 
hall's  Chronological  Notes  (who  printed  them  from  a  MS.  which 
bad  been  interpolated  by  Mylne)  confesses  his  ignorance  on  the 

*  Written  by  Mylne  on  the  margins  of  a  ballad,  in  which  these  ce- 
lebrated men  were  alluded  to,  and  which  is  to  be  found  in  a.  volume  of 
Loyal  Songs,  printed  at  London  in  1685. 
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subject,  and  merely  mentions,  that  from  evidence  afforded  by  the 
Notes  themselves,  it  would  appear  the  interpolator  was  related 
to  Sir  Robert  Mylne  of  Barnton. 

The  very  unexpected  discovery  of  a  manuscript  in  the  hand- 
writing of  a  son  of  Robert  Mylne,  has  thrown  considerable  light 
upon  the  subject.  It  is  entitled  "  The  descent  probative,  branches 
and  relations  of  R(obert)  M(ylne),  Engraver  in  Edinburgh,  by 
the  mother,  "  and  contains  a  genealogical  account  of  the  various 
families  with  whom  the  author  was,  through  his  mother,  connected. 

This  MS.  (which  was  corrected  and  revised  by  the  father), 
states,  that  upon  the  29th  day  of  August  1678,  Robert  Mylne, 
writer  in  Edinburgh,  was  married,  in  the  Tolbooth  Church,  be- 
twixt the  hours  of  8  and  9  at  night,  by  Mr  William  Meldrum, 
to  Barbara  Govean,  2d  daughter  to  Mr  John  Govean,  minister 
at  Muckart.  Of  this  marriage  there  were  twelve  children.  Mrs 
Mylne  died,  «  after  having  laboured  under  the  palsie  for  six 
<  years,'  upon  the  llth  of  December  1725.  Her  husband  sur- 
vived her  two-and-twenty  years,  and  departed  this  life  upon  the 
21st  day  of  December  1747.  The  following  entry  of  his  death 
occurs  in  the  British  Magazine,  or  London  and  Edinburgh  In- 
telligencer for  1747.  «  Robert  Myln,  writer,  aged  103.  He 
'  enjoyed  his  sight,  and  the  exercise  of  his  understanding  till 
*  a  little  before  his  death,  and  was  buried  on  his  birth-day. ' 
The  Scots  Magazine,  in  noticing  his  demise,  mentions  his  age  to 
have  been  105. 

He  appears  to  have  survived  all  his  family,  with  the  exception 
of  his  daughter,  Margaret,  who  married  John  M'Leod,  writer 
in  Edinburgh.  The  precise  period  of  the  decease  of  Robert  the 
younger  has  not  been  ascertained ;  but  a  notice,  in  the  hand- 
writing of  the  father,  in  which  he  terms  Margaret  his  '  only  '  sur- 
viving child,  puts  it  beyond  doubt  that  his  son  predeceased  him. 

If  dependence  is  to  be  placed  upon  the  attestations  of  his  nu- 
c  2 
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merous  friends,  Mylne  was  a  truly  amiable  man  in  every  sense 
of  the  word.  In  truth,  there  does  not  seem  any  good  reason  for 
discrediting  the  character  thus  given  of  him.  He  was  the  inti- 
mate and  esteemed  friend  of  Pitcairn — a  fact,  of  itself,  quite  suf- 
ficient to  prove  the  respectability  of  his  character.  Even  his  po- 
litical prejudices,  inveterate  as  they  were,  did  not  prevent  his 
forming  habits  of  intimacy  with  many  persons  of  a  different  way 
of  thinking.  So  much  was  he  respected,  and  so  much  influence 
had  he,  that  he  was  enabled  to  procure  preferment  in  the  Church 
of  Scotland  for  two  of  his  wife's  relations. 

He  appears  always  to  have  been  an  uncompromising  Jacobite. 
But  his  feelings  of  irritation  towards  the  ruling  powers  were  no 
doubt  much  increased,  by  the  treatment  which  his  wife's  rela- 
tion, Mr  Robert  Geddy,  an  Episcopal  minister  at  Arngosk,  met 
with  at  the  Revolution.  The  following  account  of  it  is  taken 
from  the  MS.  before  referred  to.  '  Mr  Robert  being  of  the  E- 
'  piscopal  Communion,  was  rabbled  by  the  Revolutionests,  anno 
*  1688,  who,  putting  first  his  own  gown  on  him  in  derision, 
'  barbarously  tore  it  off  again,  giving  him  many  reproachful 
'  words  in  his  own  house  at  Arngosk,  which,  and  other  bad  treat- 
'  ment,  occasioned  him,  in  June  or  July  1690,  to  send  the  fol- 
'  lowing  letter  to  his  friend  Lord  Melville,  whereof  the  tenor 
'  runs  thus. 

*  MY  LOUD, 

'  I  am  necessitate  to  give  your  Lordship  the  account,  that  I 
'  have  been  most  violently  expelled  from  my  church  of  Arngosk 
«  by  a  disorderly  party,  who  used  me,  my  wife  and  children, 
'  very  barbarously,  as  the  inclosed  petition,  which  was  presented 
« to  his  Grace  the  King's  Commissioner,  and  read  in  Council, 
'  bears. — My  Lord,  the  Petition  contains  the  circumstances  and 
«  particulars  of  my  oppressions ;  and  your  Lordship  knows  how 
«  ready  and  willing  I  was  always  to  serve  your  Lordship,  at  all 
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«  occasions,  to  the  utmost   of  my  power  ;  and  seeing  my  age  is 
'  great,  being  73  years,   and  my  family  numerous,  having  no- 

*  thing  but  the  stipend  to  support  us  from  being  miserable,  (which 

*  was  but  500  merks  yearly).      And  albeit  this   Petition  was 
'  read,  yet  the  Council  having   many  other  affairs  before   them 
'  which  are  preferred  to  me,  and  having  none  that  I  can  pre- 

*  sume  upon,  or  confide  in,  so  much  as  your  Lordship,  m^y  you 
'  be  pleased  to  recommend  my  case  and  conditions  to  any  of  the 
'  King's   Council  your  Lordship  shall  think  best,  that  I  may  be 

*  restored  to  my  church  and  congregation,  from  whom  I  have 
'  been  so  unjustly  debarred  and  expelled,  as  the  Petition  more 
'  fully  contains,   and  which  will  be  an  act  of  great  charity,   and 
'  oblige  him  (to  implore  the  Majestic  of  Heaven  in  your  behalf) 
'  who  is,  and  ever  shall  be,  my  Lord,  your  Lordship's  most 
<  faithful  and  obedient  servant. '     The  result  of  this  application 
to  Lord  Melville  does  not  appear. 

Notwithstanding  his  professional  *  avocations,  Mylne  lost  no 
opportunity  of  copying  with  his  own  hand,  such  manuscripts  as 
he  deemed  worthy  of  transcription.  Crawford,  in  the  preface  to 
his  History  of  Renfrewshire,  after  noticing  him  as  a  person 
'  well  known  to  be  indefatigable  in  the  studies  of  Scots  Antiqui- 
ties, '  acknowledges  the  obligations  he  was  under  to  him  for  al- 
lowing him  access  *  to  his  vast  collections  from  the  public  re- 
cords. '  Of  his  industry,  his  innumerable  note-books,  written 
both  carefully  and  closely,  bear  ample  testimony. 

His  manuscripts,  which,  after  his  death,  were  dispersed  over 
the  country,  still  occasionally  turn  up,  and  sometimes  in  the  most 
opposite  places.  Thu%  some  of  the  Pasquils  in  this  volume  were 

*  In  the  Latin  Anagram  and  translation  (Nos.  1.2.),  which  the  reader 
will  find  in  the  Appendix  of  Relative  Documents,  he  is  called  a  Writer 
to  the  Signet.  This  is  probably  a  mistake,  as  he  uniformly  styles 
himself  *  Robert  Mylne,  Writer. ' 
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recently  procured  from  Aberdeen.  Many»of  his  manuscript  me- 
moranda were,  about  the  same  time,  obtained  from  London  ;  and 
not  very  long  since,  a  portion,  and  by  no  means  an  inconsidera- 
ble one,  of  a  Biographical  Note- Book,  was  purchased  at  a  stall 
in  Edinburgh,  for  '  the  small  charge'  of  one  penny.  A  cata- 
logue, in  manuscript,  of  his  printed  books,  is  preserved  in  the 
Library  of  the  Faculty  of  Advocates  ;  but  this  portion  of  his  li- 
brary, valuable  as  it  must  have  been,  was  nothing  in  comparison 
with  the  immense  collection  of  broadsides,  tracts,  and  other  fugi- 
tive pieces,  which  he  had  assiduously  collected  during  the  greater 
part  of  a  very  long  life.  It  is  much  to  be  regretted,  that  this  in- 
valuable portion  of  the  collection  was  permitted  to  be  scattered, 
and  that  the  individuals  who  then  had  the  charge  of  the  Faculty 
Library  did  not  exert  themselvet  to  secure  it. 

The  names  of  the  authors  of  many  of  the  pieces  which  after- 
wards ensue,  have  not,  in  most  instances,  been  discovered.  It 
might  be  conjectured,  that  Mr  Ninian  Paterson,  who,  in  the  scan- 
dalous account  given  of  him  in  the  Answer  to  the  Scotish  Pres- 
byterian Eloquence,  is  termed  the '  Poet  of  the  party,'  might  have 
been  the  author  *  of  some  of  them,  were  it  not  that  the  extreme 
stupidity  of  his  acknowledged  English  verses,  of  which  some  are 
preserved  in  a  collection  of  broadsides  in  the  Faculty  Library, 
renders  such  a  supposition  very  unlikely.  Besides,  in  his  congra- 
tulatory poem  upon  the  birth  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  in  1688,  he 
expressly  mentions,  at  that  time,  Ins  '  having  bid  farewell  to  the 
Muses ; '  and  by  far  the  greater  portion  of  the  volume  is  refer- 
able to  a  later  period. 

Of  Mr  Finney,  who  is  said  by  Mylne  to  be  the  author  of  some 

*  He  perhaps  was  honoured  with  this  title  from  his  being  author  of 
"  The  Fanatick  Indulgence  granted  anno  1679,"  Edinburgh,  1683, 
small  4to.  pp.  20.  He  also  wrote  "  Epigrammatum  Libri  Octo,  cum 
Aliquot  Psalmorum  Paraphrasi  Poetica,"  12mo.  Edin.  1678. 
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of  the  poems  upon  David  Williamson,  little  is  known,  and  that 
little  not  to  his  credit,  if  any  faith  can  be  attached  to  the  work 
just  referred  to.  '  Mr  Finney,  curate  of  Dornoch,  carried  smooth- 
« ly  with  his  parishioners  till  the  first  year  of  King  James,  when 
«  he  preached  downright  Popery,  alledging  to  the  people  that  they 

*  must  renounce  Protestantism  if  they  would  be  saved.     Where- 
'  upon  the  parish  rejected  him,  and  he  went  to  Edinburgh,  where 
'  he  sent  a  party  to  plunder  them  for  his  tithes  ;  but  missing  of 
'  his  expectation,  from  his  turning  Papist,  he  spent  his  money  and 

*  turned  vagabond. ' 

The  Rev.  David  Williamson,  the  object  of  Mr  Finney's  satire, 
is  better  known  by  the  soubriquet  of  Dainty  Davie,  which  he  ob- 
tained from  his  celebrated  adventure  with  the  daughter  of  the 
Lady  Cherrytrees.  The  circumstances  are  to  be  found  in  the 
Memoirs  of  Captain  John  Creichton,  to  which  work,  and  to  the 
Notes  of  C.  K.  Sharpe,  Esq.  upon  a  passage  in  Kirkton's  His- 
tory of  the  Church  of  Scotland,  (p.  349,)  the  reader  is  referred. 
It  may  be  remarked  in  passing,  that  although  it  is  quite  true  that 
Mr  Williamson  himself  disdained  to  pay  any  attention  to  the 
charge,  yet  that  an  answer  was  made  on  his  behalf.  *  '  As  to 

*  Mr  Williamson,  I  know  him  to  be  a  person  of  so  much  piety  and 
'  worth,  that  to  admit  the  scandal  under  debate,  on  the  evidence 
'  of  such  black  mouthed  ruffians,  were  to  injure  him.     The  very 

*  circumstances  alledged  by  the  scribbler  give  himself  the  lie,  and 
'  the  whole  is  known  to  be  a  malicious  scandal  raised  on  him  by 
'  the  Prelatical  party  because  he  left  their  communion,  and  that 
'  their  booted  Apostles  did  not  find  him  when  they  searched  a 
'  gentleman's  house  for  him,  whose  daughter  he  was  then  in  suii 

*  of,  and  afterwards  married. 

The  following  allusion  to  the  same  business,  might  induce  a  sup- 
position, that  the  whole  extent  of  Williamson's  real  oflence  was  a 

I 

*  See  Answer  to  the  Scotch  Presbyterian  Eloquence,  p.  63.  foot. 
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private  marriage  with  the  daughter  without  consent  of  the  mother. 
'  One  might  likewise  take  to  task  his  complaints  about  baptizing 
'  and  marrying,  p.  51.  In  short,  for  my  part,  let  a  law  be  made  to 
'  hang  every  minister,  Episcopal  or  Presbyterian,  who  marrys  any 
4  person  clandestinely,  without  the  knowledge  orconsentof  parents, 

*  or  within  forbidden  degree,  &c. ;  only  let  me  smile  at  one  of 

•  Mas.  David's  arguments,  which  is,  if  clandestine  marriages  shall  be 

•  allowed  to  escape   Scot  free,  who  are  secure  of  their  children  /  I 
'  do  not  smile  at  it  because  it  is  a  weak  argument,  but  because  it 

*  puts  me  in  mind  of  the  trick  was  played  to  the  Lady  Cherry- 
'  trees. "  * 

It  is  extremely  probable,  that  this  private  marriage,  and  the  ina- 
bility of  the  soldiers  to  find  him  when  searching  Lady  Cherry  trees 
house,  furnished  the  materials  out  of  which  the  story  against  him 
•was  fabricated.  Apostacy  has  also  been  urged  against  him,  and 
he  has  been  attacked  on  that  ground,  but  most  unjustly  ;  for  as 
he  joined  Presbytery  at  a  time  when  he  could  not  gain  any 
thing,  but  on  the  contrary,  was,  by  his  so  doing,  obliged  to  sacrifice 
every  chance  of  preferment,  common  fairness  warrants  the  in- 
ference, that  his  conversion  was  brought  about  by  motives  purely 
conscientious. 

Mr  Williamson  died  August  6,  1706,  having  married  no  less 
than  seven  wives.  He  left  at  least  one  son,  Mr  John  William- 
son, a  minister  at  Inveresk,  who,  after  his  father's  demise,  pub- 
lished some  notes  of  one  of  his  discourses;  an  injudicious  step,  as 
the  sermon  is  not  a  favourable  specimen  of  the  talents  of  its  author. 
In  the  year  1720  proposals  were  printed  by  the  son  for  publishing 
by  subscription,  'An  essay  on  the  gospel  method  of  conquering 
sinners  unto  Christ,  &c.  In  ten  sermons,  preached  several  Lord's 
days  before  the  celebration  of  the  sacrament  of  the  Lord's  Sup- 

*  Sage's  remarks  on  Mr  Williamson's  sermon,  preached  before  the 
General  Assembly,  &c.  4to.  1703.  A  list  of  Williamson's  printed  ser- 
mons, so  far  as  could  be  traced,  will  he  found  in  the  Appendix. 


PREFATORY  NOTICE.  Xlll 

per. "     Whether  these  were  carried  into  effect,   docs    not  ap. 
pear. 

The  editor  had  some  hesitation  in  admitting  the  virulent  and 
unprincipled  attack  upon  the  Stair  family  into  the  collection  ;  and 
he  had  at  one  time  resolved  to  reject  it  entirely,  more  particular- 
ly as  the  satire,  obscure  in  itself,  was  rendered  still  more  so,  from 
the  very  crabbed  and  almost  illegible  hand  in  which  it  had  beeu 
written.  *  Upon  reconsideration,  however,  he  thought  it  a  pity 
that  so  curious  a  specimen  of  party  intemperance  should  be  lost ; 
and  he  has  preserved  it,  as  perhaps,  (with  the  exception  of  the  le- 
gend of  the  Archbishop  of  St  Andrews,)  the  most  singular  spe- 
cimen of  vulgar  scurrility  extant,  in  the  whole  range  of  Scotish 
literature. 

This  opportunity  may  be  taken  of  cautioning  the  reader  against 
believing  the  numerous  scandalous  imputations  thrown  out  by  the 
Jacobites  against  those  of  an  opposite  way  of  thinking  ; — that 
some  of  the  charges  may  have  had  some  foundation  in  fact  is 
possible,  but  the  great  mass  of  accusatory  matter  may,  with  abso- 
lute certainty,  be  pronounced  as  unfounded  in  every  respect. 

In  a  second  part,  which  the  Editor  intends  some  of  these  days 
bringing  out,  he  will  include  such  satirical  pieces  as  he  can  find  a- 
gainst  the  Tories.  These  are  by  no  means  numerous  ;  but  as  his 
Jacobite  materials  are  not  exhausted,  he  trusts  he  will  be  able  to 
produce  a  volume  fully  as  curious  as  the  present. 

The  Bibliomaniac  will  have  great  pleasure  in  being  inform- 
ed of  the  great  improbability  of  this  collection  ever  coming  in- 
to general  circulation,  THE  LIMITED  IMPEESSION  OF  SIXTY  COPIES, 
and  the  way  in  which  the  greater  proportion  of  these  have  already 
been  disposed  of,  must  necessarily  confine  it  to  the  cabinets  of 
the  curious.  To  any  other  recommendation  it  may  have,  that  of 
rarity  falls  to  be  added. 

»  Some  of  the  lines  are  quite  unintelligible,  although  every  effort 
was  used  to  ascertain  their  import. 


XIT  PREFATORY  NOTICE, 

.  Gentle  reader,  thy  patience  is  probably  exhausted  by  these  de« 
sultory  remarks  —  the  Editor  will  not  detain  thee  longer,  and  mere- 
ly solicits  thy  attention  to  the  following  verses,  with  which  he 
begs  to  introduce  his  adopted  child  to  thy  patronage. 

(Go  fort?)  tn#  gainful  33ofce, 

art  no  longer  mine, 

man  tnag  on  t|)c  lo&e, 
?T£e  j$arae  or  prafce  fe  tinne. 


3Sut  3clxc  tljou  (or  no 
$o  tfcanfce  nor  jet 
^or  ttfyt  man  for  to 
|ijabc  t^ou  no  great  rrgarS. 

Clie  labor  £atij  itne  mine, 
Cljr  trauell  anK  tljf  panic, 
&eprorl)eg  Sljal  be  tljutc, 
Co  fceare  toe  must  be  iain. 


33ut  tf  t^ou  pTea^e  t^e  best , 
$iiO  ^ucb  as  be  of  gfcill, 
3E  paSSe  not  for  tbe  n aSt, 
(&oo"9  wen  auept  goott  toill,* 

*  These  yerses  were  found  pasted  on  the  boards  of  an  old  Black 
Letter  theological  work,  printed  somewhere  about  the  year  1570. 
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I. 

EXTRACT  FROM  *  THE  DESCENT   PROBATIVE,  BRANCHES 
*  AND  RELATIONS  OF    ROBERT  MYLNE,  ENGRAVER 
'  IN  EDINBURGH,  BY    THE  MOTHER,' RELA- 
TIVE TO  THE  CHILDREN  OF  THE  MAR- 
RIAGE BETWEEN  ROBERT  MYLNE, 
WRITER,  AND  BARBARA 
GOVEAN. 

Barbara  Govean,  2d  daughter  to  Mr  Jo  :  Minister  at  Muckart, 
was  born  at  Muckart  1653.  She  was  left  in  legacie  by  Barbara 
Geddy  her  God-mother,  (2d  wife  to  Mr  Pat.  Geddy,  Minister 
at  Orwall)  200  merks,  besides  some  of  her  cloaths.  On  the 
2.9th  August  1678,  she  was  married  to  Robert  Mylne  writer  in 
Edinburgh,  in  the  Tolbooth  Church  there,  betwixt  8  and  9  at 
night,  by  Mr  William  Meldrum,  and  by  him  she  had  the  fol- 
lowing issue. 

(1.)  Elizabeth  Mylne,  born  at  Edinburgh  7th  July  1679,  who 
on  the  26th  or  27th  December  1698,  married  James  Robertson, 
Ensign  in  Colonel  Colezear's  Regement,  by  whom  a  son,  Robert 
Robertson,  born  at  Edinburgh  23d  October  1699,  who  was  edu- 
cate in  humanity  by  his  grandfather  Robert  Mylne,  and  after 
bound  apprentice  to  Mr  Alexander  Farquharson,  Writer  to  the 
Signet,  who  after  went  abroad  to  the  West  Indies. 

This  Elizabeth  dyed  13th  November  1699. 

(2  )  Anne  Mylne,  born  at  Edinburgh  26th  August  1680,  died 
the  17th,  and  was  btirried  the  18th  March  1682. 

(3.)  Barbara  Mylne,  born  28th  April  1682,  died  28th  October 
1.682. 

(4. )  Robert  Mylne,  author  of  this  collection. 
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(5.)  Jean  Mylne. 

(6.)  John  Mylne,  born  20th  August  1688,  dyed  1st  Novem- 
ber 1689. 

(7.)  James  Mylne,  born  14th  January  1690,  and  died  24th 
July  1710. 

(8.)  Margaret  Mylne,  the  only  surviving  child  of  the  marriage, 
married  John  M'Leod,  wryter  in  Edinburgh,  Thursday  3d  Oc- 
tober 1734  She  was  born  6th  Jully  1691,  the  21st  day  of  the 
moon,  at  two  afternoon.  * 

(9.)  William  Mylne,  born  7th  September  1692,  past  his  course 
at  the  Grammar  School,  was  two  years  at  the  Colledge,  and  af- 
ter 1709  was  put  apprentice  to  Francis  Russel,  Drogest  in  Edin- 
burgh, after  which  he  wen.t  abroad  1712,  and  in  1719  was  made 
surgeon-major  to  Collonel  Halket's  regiment  in  Holland,  and  in 
1722  got  a  commission  to  be  Ensign  in  the  said  regiment  He  dyed 
at  Edinburgh  February  1726,  and  lyes  buried  in  the  Grey 
Fryers  there. 

(10.)  Andrew  Mylne,  born  22d  1695,  was  bound  apprentice 
to  John  Russel,  merchant,  1712,  and  dyed  19th  April  1715. 

(11.)  Charles  Mylne,  born  6th  October  1693,  dyed  8th  April 
1694. 

(12.)  Helen  Mylne,  born  at  Edinburgh  5th  August  1696, 
dyed 

The  above  Barbara  Govean  having  laboured  under  a  palsie 
the  space  of  sex  years,  at  last  died  thereof  at  Edin.  Saturday,  at 
10  at  night,  the  1 1th  of  December  1725.  She  was  a  woman  of 
an  excellent  temper  and  pious  disposition,  a  loveing,  vertuous, 
and  frugal  wife,  and  a  most  kind  and  dutiful  mother,  beloved  of 
all  that  knew  her. 

•  The  whole  of  this  entry  (excepting  the  two  first  words)  is  in  the 
handwriting  of  the  father. 
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II. 


VARIOUS  POEMS,  LATIN  AND  ENGLISH 
RELATIVE  TO  ROBERT  MYLNE.    * 

1.  DILLECTISSIMO  AMICO,  ROBERTO  MYLNE,  (WRYTER  ;) 
ACHROSTICHON. 

Kara  avis  in  terris,  vacuum  cupidine  pectus, 

O  mihi,  Pierio  concelebrare  choro  : 
Belle  Roberte,  tuas  et  gratissime  surcule  sectee, 

Eximium  calamus  queis  parit  (ecce)  dccus. 
Rebus  in  adversis  miscre  dejectos  amicos 

Tu  relevas  libera,  semper  amande,  manu. 
Ullane  te  sileant  ergo  me  carmina,  qui  jam 

Saepe  juvas  fratrem  meute  favente  meum. 
Multa  manent  reservanda  polo  pia  gaudia  summo 

In  terris  miseri  cui  fuit  una  fori  petius  chori. 
Lumine  dum  fruitur,  cura  inscriptique  librorum, 

Nomine  perpetuus  conspicienda  leget, 
Vita?  et  qui  tenui  calamo  benefecit  egenti ; 

Solo  ajviternos  hauriet  aurc  sonos. 

Mr.  And.  Guild  composuit. 

*  These  verses  have  been  preserved,  not  on  account  of  their  merit, 
for  they  are  really  sad  trash — but  as  corroborative  of  the  statements  in 
the  Prefatory  Notice.  The  Latin  poems  are  evidently  corrupted ; 
they  are  printed  without  alteration  from  Miner's  MSS. 
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2.   ON  MY  DEARLY  BELOVED  FRIEND, 
ROBERT  MYLNE. 
ANE  ACROSTICK. 

Rare  bird  on  earth,  a  breast  from  lust  set  free  ! 

O  that  my  Muses  duely  could  praise  thee. 

BRAVE  ROBERT,  and  most  gratfull  branch,  whose  stock 

Endurest  with  honour,  by  thy  pen's  sweit  stroak. 

Rather  than  that  thy  friends  should  want,  thou'lt  shew 

Them  to  releeve,  thou  canst  thine  oun  bestow. 

Will  then  my  verse  prove  silent  of  thy  merit, 

Since  your  favour,  my  brother  doth  inherit  ? 

Much  joy  remains  lock't  up  in  the  pole  for  thee, 

In  whose  joy  only's  the  poores  jollitie, 

Light  while  e^jny >.•<!  ;  sig  t  in  this  book  shall  sie 

Ne're  ending  fame,  thy  worth  ascryves  to  thee, 

"Who  with  thy  tender  quill,  the  indigent 

Supports,  for  Heaven,  God  signe  then  evident. 


3.   OTHER  VERSES  ON  THE  INGENIOUS  WRYTER, 
ROBERT  MYLNE. 

On  this  good  writer,  let  it  writen  be, 
Long  last  that  MYLNE  wher  friends  grind  multure  frie  ; 
And  as  thy  pen,  my  friend's  just  cause  doth  clear 
In  heaven,  so  let  then  evidence  appear. 
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4.    ON  THE  PIETY  OF  MY  DEAR  FRIEND, 
ROBERT  MYLNE. 

Renunce  the  world,  and  imitate  his  way, 

O  !  let  me  now  give  him  due  praise,  and  say, 

Begining  with  the  world,  which  he  disdaines, 

Excluding  fleshly  lusts,  he  Godlir.es  maintains, 

Remembring  alwayes  that  in  sin  he  was  borne, 

The  divell  and  flesh  to  renunce  he  was  sworn. 

Makeing  the  will  of  God  to  be  his  law, 

In  Godly  fear  he  much  doth  stand  in  awe. 

Leaving  no  duty  to  his  power  undone, 

Now  let  me  end,  and  least  I  too  farr  run 

Envye  him  not,  for  non  he  doth  envy. 

And  this  in  short  take  his  EPITOMIE  : 

He  loveth  God,  and  doth  no  known  evill, 

Disdains  the  flesh,  the  world,  and  the  devill. 

Composuit  Ro.  GORDON,  son  to  GORDOKSTON. 


5.  CARMEK  EXTEMPORANUM  COMPOSITUM  PER  JACOBUM 
CAMPBELL  DE  AUCHINCLOCH. 

Immortale  decus  patriae,  clarissime  MILLE, 

MILLONIEQ.  tuze  Lausq.  jubarq.  domus, 
Suscipis  impigre  tu  solus  MILLE  labores. 

MILLE  modis,  patris,  ut  clarior  esses  honos, 
MII.LE  arcana  situ  quae  MILLE  sepulta  jacebnnt. 

Scclis  tu  lucem  cernere  MXLLE  facis, 
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MII.T.E  tegant  nigri  quam  tua  colla  capilli, 

Uncle  nigri  MILLI  nomina.  MII.LUS  habet. 
MILLE  tamcn  fulgent  radiantes  pectore  MILLK 

Virtutes,  veluti  sydera  MILLE  polio. 
Firma  fides  MILLI  sceptro  sacreq.  tiare 

MILLIA  cum  obsequium  desernere  manut. 
Vivas  MILLE  diu  tua  sit  sine  fine  propago. 

MILLE  evis  vigeat  Milleniana  domus. 

Mr.  Ja.  Campbell, 

Sheriffe  Deput  of  Argyle. 


6.  ON  MY  NEAR  AND  DEAR  FRIEND  ROBERT  MYLNE, 

THE  INGENIOUS  SEARCHER  INTO 

THE  ANTIQUITIES  OF  HIS 

COUNTRIE. 

Industrious  MILNE,  forward  fly, 

Raise  up  thy  nation's  ancient  worthy  fame* 
Bear  on  thy  wings  ther  glory  up  on  high, 

And  raise  the  reputation  of  the  same. 
Sweet  soul-enriching  knowledge,  reason's  guest, 
Which  doth  distinguish  man  from  brutish  beast. 

R.  M. 


7.    ACROSTICON  ON  ROBERT  MYLNE,  WRYTTER. 

By  Mr  David  Sympson. 

Rise  up  my  Muse,  and  mount  Parnassus  hill, 
On  labour  think,  and  describe  Master  Mill. 
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Born  to  support  depressed  Loyalty, 

Even  when  knaves  acted  highest  villany. 

Return  to  duty  is  thy  comon  Theme, 

Turn  to  your  King  ;  escape  eternall  shame. 

My  thoughts  of  the  deserves  a  better  poet, 

Your  true  friend  then,  Pitcairne,  1  will  surely  doe  it. 

Let  praise  and  palms  alwayes  croun  your  head, 

Nixt  to  thes  signs  vow  live  when  you  are  dead, 

Even  take  this  from  him  in  whom  is  no  feed. 


8.    JAMES  SPENCE  HAVING  PROMISED  ROBERT  MYLNE 

A  HIGHLAND  PLAID,  AND  HAVING  ONLY  SENT 

HIM  A  HALFE  PLAID,   MR  ROBERT  CALDER 

MADE   THE    FOLLOWING    LYNES 

THERON. 

Jamie  Spence,  *  thow  art  not  true, 

Nor  did  performe  the  halfe, 
I'le, never  trust  the  Whiggish  crew  ; 

Jamie  Spence  thow  art  not  true, 
You  promis'd  me  a  good  fatt  cow, 

But  gave  a  scahbed  calfe. 
Jamie  Spence  thow  art  not  true, 

Nor  did  performe  the  halfe. 
The  Generall  Assemblie  knaves 

Have  taught  thee  still  to  trick ; 
To  Mammon  all  your  Whiggs  arc  slaves, 

The  Generall  Assemblie  knaves  ; 

]  This  wes  the  admirable  Dr  Pitcairn.     R.  M. 
1  This  wes  Mr  Spence,  Minister.     M.  R. 
b 
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Like  Mr  Wyllie,  i  thow  dcceavcs: 
Then  pack  yow  to  Old  Nick. 

The  Generall  Assemblie  knaves 
Have  taught  thee  still  to  trick. 


9.    THE  FOLLOWING  SENT  BY  MR  SPENCE  OF  ALVES, 

WHEN  HE  SENT  ME  HALFE  A  HIGHLAND  PLAID, 

HE  OFFERED  ME  THE  HAILL,  WHICH 

REFUSEING,  YITT  AFTER 

GOT  IT  ABOUT 

1711. 

Maister  Robert  Mylne, 

I  send  you  this  plaid : 
My  word  I'le  fullfill, 

Master  Robert  Mylne, 
For  fear  of  ypur  ill, 

Because  I  so  said ; 
Maister  Robert  Myln.c, 

I  send  you  this  plaid. 

But  he  having  bein  checkt  by  the  lynes  on  the  pre- 
ceiding  syd,  for  sending  the  halfe  plaid  in  place  of  the 
haill,  he  wrote  what  followes : — 

The  offer  that  I  franklie  made, 

As  very  weell  you  know, 
Was  for  to  give  yow  all  the  plaid. 
The  offer  that  I  franklie  made, 

i  bir  James  Stewart,  Queen's  Advocate     R.  M. 
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Why  should  yow  then  me  thus  upbraid, 

As  if  it  were  not  »o. 
The  offer  that  I  franklie  made, 

Yow  very  weill  do  know. 
But  when  you  told  you  never  was, 

The  same  both  out  and  in, 
That  and  that  only  was  the  cause  : 
But  when  you  told  you  never  was, 
That  it  was  parted  into  halves, 

Which  other  wayes  had  n't  bein. 
But  when  yow  told  you  never  was, 

The  same  both  out  and  in. 
As  for  your  poetaster,  he 

Makes  it  his  dayly  study, 
To  make  both  of  his  sydes  agrie. 
As  for  your  poetaster,  he 
Is  nothing  else  but  what  we  sie, 

A  witless  silly  body. 
As  for  your  poetaster,  he 

Makes  it  his  dayly  study. 


III. 

EXTRACTS  FROM  "  THE  DESCEKT  PROBATIVE,  "  &C. 

AS  TO  MR  JOHN  GOVEAN,  MINISTER  OF 

MUCKART,    FATHER-IN-LAW 

OF  ROBERT   MYLNE. 

Mr  Govean  died  of  a  fever  in  the  month  of  June  1656,  at 
Edinburgh,  to  which  city  he  had  been  compelled  to  go,  in  order 
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that  some  disputes  he  had  with  his  heritors  as  to  repayment  of 
certain  sums  of  money  expended  by  him  in  building  the  manse, 
might  be  brought  to  an  issue,  and  was  buried  c<  in  the  Hender- 

*  sons  alley,  in  the  Gray  Friars  Church-yard  of  this  city,  having 
'  discharged  the  pastoral  office  in  the  said  parocli  of  Muckart, 
c  the  space  of  12  years  and  a  month,  most  faithfully,  with  good 
'  success  and  approbation,  the  integrity  and  probity  of  his  life 
'  being  unsullied.  ' 

'  He  was  (continues  his  grandson)  a  man  of  sharp  witt  and 
'  candid  mind,  upright  life,  prudent  council!,  and  sweet  be- 
'  haviour.  He  had  an  excellent  command  of  the  pen,  and  could 
'  have  wrote  most  of  the  approven  hands  in  Europe  admirably 
'  fine ;  as  likewayes  he  was  exquisite  in  dashing  and  flourishing 

*  of  letters,  his  fancie  being  extremely  quick  and  ready,  in  short 
4  there  was  non  in  Britain  at  that  time  would  have  gone  beyond 
«  him  in  the  art,  and  being  of  a  gentle  and  pleasant  conversa- 

*  tion,  was  courted  and  rewarded  by  the  best  quality  and  gen- 
'  trie  in  the  nation,  to  write  their  borebreifes,   which  he  did  on 
4  parchment  or  vellum,  mostly  performed  with  shell  gold,  which 
4  made  a  glorious  appearance.     He  also  wrote  several  coppies  of 
'  the  Covenant  very  fine.     He  could  have  wrote  also  in  a  print 
'  character  the  Lord's  Prayer,   Creed,   and  heads  of  the  Com- 
'  mands,  within  the  circumference  of  a  Turner.  Many  rare  piecies 
«  of  his  handywork  are  extant.  In  short,  he  was  endowed  with  all 
'  the  gifts  of  nature  and  grace  ;  and  being  (as  God  would  hare  it) 

*  called  out  of  this  world  when  but  a  young  man,  this  loss  was  re- 

*  grated  by  all  good  and  ingenious  men.' 

Mr  Govean  took  to  wife,  anno  1646,  Helen,  (who  survived 
him)  daughter  to  Mr  Andrew  Rind,  minister  at  Tullicultrie,  by 
Anna  Geddie  his  spouse,  and  by  this  marriage  had  two  sons, 
John  and  Patrick,  and  two  daughters,  Anne  and  Barbara.  His 
widow  married  her  own  cousin- german,  Mr  Patrick  Geddie. 


PREFATORY  NOTICE.  XXV 

The  following  "  Memorable"  Lines  to  the  memory  of  Mr 
John  Govean,  are  the  composition  of  his  grandchild  Robert  Mylne 
junior. 

He  was  a  man  that  always  us'd  to  fly 

Upon  the  wings  of  true  sollidity  ; 

Was  always  active,  for  he  still  inclin'd 

His  thoughts  to  goodness,  holy  was  his  mind  ; 

He  was  compleat  and  rich  in  every  part ; 

His  tongue  was  never  traytour  to  his  heart ; 

But  now,  ah  now  !   (I  shall  make  death  too  proud 

To  speak  it)  he  hath  left  the  folly  and  the  croud 

Of  this  vain  world,  and  hath  gone  to  inherit 

Those  joys  which  wait  upon  a  noble  spirit. 


IV. 


TO  THE 

PIIINCE  AND  STEWART  OF  SCOTLAND,  DUKE  OI' 

HOTHSAY,  EARL  OF  CARRICK,  LORD 

OF  THE  ISLES,  KNIGHT  AND 

BARONET  OF  RENFREW. 

As  the  courageous  and  high  bounding  steed, 
Like  those  of  great  Laomedon  his  breed, 
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With  fire  and  air  performs  his  prancing  course, 

His  neck  with  thunder  armed,  his  breast  with  force, 

And  with  triumphant  rage  beats  out  the  race, 

As  if  an  engine  shot  him  to  the  place ; 

At  last  descended  to  the  vale  of  years, 

He  only  groans  when  he  the  trumpet  hears  ; 

Yet  heated  with  the  known  and  martial  sound, 

He  stamps,  and  champs,  and  nighs,  and  beats  the  ground 

So  I  the  Muses  having  bid  farewell, 

Broke  with  tire  dimming  of  Parnassus  hill, 

To  whom  as  great  content  retirement  brings 

As  those  that  glitter  in  the  Courts  of  Kings  ; 

With  joy  beholding  these  heart  ravish'd  throngs, 

Of  acclamations  and  harmonious  songs, 

Unto  our  high  born  Prince  a  stranger  here, 

Can  gladly  yet  make  one  to  fill  the  quire. 

Just  as  the  King  of  flames,  whose  darting  eye 
Night-wand' ring  stars  with  fainting  splendour  flee, 
When  in  his  dazliug  chariot  he  doth  rise, 
And  shuts  the  lids  of  all  heaven's  lesser  eyes, 
And,  in  his  dawning,  (tho'  to  purblind  gray) 
Blazons  the  ensign  of  a  glorious  day, 
So  is  thy  birth  to  every  loyal  Scot, 
Great  Prince,  our  joy,  our  blood,  our  breath,  what  not  ? 
England  thy  cradle,  tho'  we  must  avow, 
Yet  unto  Scotland  thou  thy  blood  doth  owe. 
Let  no  more  difference  then  possess  this  earth, 
Thou'rt  ours  by  blood,  tho'  thou  art  theirs  by  birth ; 
What  ever  can  be  boasted  from  the  source, 
The  glory  of  thy  ancestors  is  ours. 
Just  when  the  sucking  infancy  doth  bloom, 
Of  this  auspicious  year,  the  Prince  doth  come, 
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In  that  same  beauteous  and  jolly  tide, 
When  Madam  Flora  appeareth  in  her  pride, 
To  show  propitious  heavens  will  still  defend  him, 
Earth's  Peace  and  Plenty  ever  will  attend  him ; 
That,  with  united  raptures,  Forth  and  Thames 
May  still  pray,  God  bless  Mary,  God  bless  James. 
God  bless  the  Prince,  and  may  he  always  move 
Upon  the  fixed  poles  of  truth  and  love  ; 
May  never  rage  nor  war  this  Isle  re-enter, 
Love  our  circumference,  Love  be  our  center ; 
And  may  the  busie  spider  keep  her  task 
Within  the  belly  of  the  plummcd  cask. 
May  every  heart  conspire  with  every  tongue, 
To  implore  his  years  may  be  renowned  and  long. 

Sic  optat  et  orat 
N.  PATERSON.  * 


V. 


LETTER  FROM  A  GENTLEMAN  IN  EDINBURGH  TO  A 

RELATIVE  IN  THE  COUNTRY,  GIVING  AN 

ACCOUNT  OF  SOME  PROCEEDINGS  OF 

THE  GENERAL  ASSEMBLY. 

Edin.  October  the  30,  1690. 

All  the  news  I  can  write  to  you  is  about  the  General  Assembly 
which  are  pleasant  and  diverting  enough.  On  Tuesday,  by  a 
vote  of  the  House,  they  gave  a  call  to  Sir  Campbell  but  gave 

*   Printed  from  a  broadside  in  the  Advocates  Library. 
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him  tyme  to  consider  until  Lambas  next.  Rule  is  to  teach  the 
corrupt  youth  in  the  mean  tyme  in  the  wayes  of  godliness.  On 
Wednesday  there  was  a  great  deal  of  business  done,  for  the  As- 
sembly sate  both  afternoon  and  forenoon.  In  the  forenoon  Mr 
Gabriel  Semple  was,  by  a  vote,  made  minister  at  Jedburgh. 
Mr  Gabriel  Cunninghame  said,  that,  before  the  vote  past,  it  was 
fitte  to  pray  that  they  might  drown  the  noise,  since  there  was  a 
great  gable  amongst  the  brethren.  The  motion  was  obeyed,  and 
a  prayer  bended  up,  which  they  use  to  do  when  there's  a  great 
dinn  in  the  House.  Kirkton  was  angry  at  the  motion,  and  said, 
what  needed  all  that  fool  praying,  for  it  was  never  before  the  cus- 
tom. Then  six  overtures  were  read.  The  first  was,  that  the 
Confession  of  Faith  should  be  subscribed  (that's  taught  and  be- 
JieTed)  by  all  ministers.  2,  That  they  should  take  Papist  bairns 
from  them,  and  breed  them  Presbyterians ;  some  would  likewise 
have  added  Quakers  and  Prelacticall  Athiests  sons.  3.  That  the 
Communion  and  Baptisme  should  not  be  administered  in  private, 
according  to  an  Act  of  the  General  Assembly,  which  Act  being 
read,  it  was  against  all  the  5  articles  of  Perth.  Rule  said,  these 
things  were  very  reasonable,  and  that  private  communion  was 
charming  and  sorcery,  and  was  against  Scripture  and  antiquity. 
Kirkton  said,  that  was  very  disputable,  and  he  could  buckle  them 
on  that  head.  He  said  that  publick  baptisme  had  made  6  of  his 
panishioners  of  considerable  note  leave  him ;  and  he  added,  that 
although  they  should  make  many  Acts  about  publick  baptisme, 
yet  he  would  baptise  privately,  before  the  curates  got  the  chil- 
dren to  baptise.  4*.  That  none  should  be  married,  but  after  three 
Sabbath  days  proclamation.  5.  That  schoolmasters,  chaplains, 
and  pedagogues,  should  be  men  approven  by  the  Presbytery.  6. 
That  none  should  travell  or  sail  on  the  Sabbath  day.  These  ar- 
ticles were  referred  to  the  Committee,  to  make  acts  on  them,  and 
then  to  pass  in  fnll  Assembly.  Afternoon  they  read  two  canting 
letters,  the  one  to  their  old  brethren  abroad,  the  other  to  their 
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young  brethren.  Some  of  those  brethren  whom  they  named  were 
dead,  and  others  in  the  King  of  France's  prison.  After  tin's,  they 
deposed  Mr  M'Kenzie  of  Kirkliston  with  a  great  pomp,  in  a 
manner  against  the  Comissioner's  mind.  This  day  they  have 
ordained  4  old  men  and  12  expectants  to  goe  to  offer  the  Gospel 
to  Angus  (as  their  own  words  are),  and  also  3  old  men  and  11 
young  men  are  to  goe  to  Orknay  and  the  Isles  to  convert  those 
men.  There  are  a  great  many  other  little  debates  which  I  can- 
not  now  write ;  but  I  shall  keep  them  on  record.  Grame  is 
also  superseded  or  deprived,  for  giving  a  pass  to  a  Calso  man, 
which  Mess  Jo.  Bannatyne  had.  I  am  yours,  £c. 


VI. 


LIST  OF  PRINTED  SERMONS  BY  THE  REVEREND 
DAVID  WILLIAMSON.' 

I.  A  Sermon,  preached  before  his  Grace  the  King's  Commis- 
sioner, and  the  three  Estates  of  Parliament,  June  the  15th  1690. 
By  David  Williamson,  Minister  of  the  Gospel  at  Edinburgh ; 
the  second  impression,  corrected  and  amended.   Edinburgh,  Re- 
printed by  the  heir  of  Andrew  Anderson,  Anno  Dom.  1690,  4to. 
pp.  19. 

II.  Scotland's  Sin,  Danger,  and  Duty,  faithfully  represented 
in  a  Sermon  preached  at  the  West  Kirk,  August  23d  1696,  being 
a  solemn  Fast  Day,  upon  occasion  of  the  great  Dearth  and  Fa- 
mine.    By  Mr  David  Williamson,  late  Minister  of  the  Gospel  at 
West  Kirk.     Then  taken  from  his  mouth  in  short-hand;  and 
now  at  the  desire,  and  by  the  advice  of  several  ministers  and  pri- 
vate Christians,  published,  as  a  word  in  season,  by  Mr  John  Wil- 
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liamson,  Minister  of  the  Gospel  at  Inveresk  and  Musselburgh. 
Edinburgh,  Printed  by  James  M'Euen  and  Company,  and  are 
to  be  sold  at  his  shops  in  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow,  and  others  in 
this  town,  1720.*  Price  Sixpence.  4to,  pp.  4<4. 

III.  Sermon,  preached  at  Edinburgh,  in  the  Parliament  House, 
November  17.  1700,  before  his  Grace  James  Duke  of  Queens- 
berry,  his  Majestie's  High  Commissioner,  &c.     By  David  Wil- 
liamson, Minister  of  the  Gospel  at  West  Kirk.     Glasgow,  print- 
ed by  Robert  Sanders,  1700.     Small  8vo.  33. 

IV.  Sermon,  preached  in  Edinburgh  at  the  opening  of  the 
General  Assembly  of  this  National  Church  of  Scotland,  upon  the 
10th  day  of  March  1703.     By  Mr  David  Williamson,  Minister 
of  the  Gospel  at  the  West  Kirk.     Edinburgh,  printed  by  the 
heirs  of  Andrew  Anderson,  1703.  f    4*o.  pp.  60. 

*  In  the  Preface,  we  are  favoured  with  Mess  David's  opinion  on  the 
projected  Union.  When  asked,  upon  his  death  bed,  what  his  thoughts 
were  of  the  designed  Union  with  England,  the  terras  whereof  were  not 
then  known,  (for  he  died  August  6.  1706,  before  the  Union  Parlia- 
ment met,)  his  words  were  these :  "  I  am  afraid  of  a  foul  mixture  I " 
A  most  important  communication  truly ! 

f  Published  at  the  request  of  a  Committee  of  the  General  Assembly. 
The  same  year  there  appeared  some  very  severe  remarks  by  Bishop  Sage 
on  this  sermon.  (4to. )  A  copy  is  in  the  Faculty  Library. 
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i. 
tfte  parliament  at 


WITHIN  this  house  is  to  be  sene 

Such  a  monster  as  has  not  been 

At  any  time  in  England,  nay, 

In  Europe,  Africk,  Asia. 

Its  a  round  body  without  a  head, 

Almost  fyve  years,  yet  not  dead  ; 

As  like  that  beast  I  once  did  see, 

Whose  tayle  stood  where  his  head  sould  be. 

And  which  wes  never  seen  before, 

Tho'  it  want  a  head,  it  has  horns  good  store  ; 

It  hes  a  very  little  hair,  and  yet 

You'll  say  it  hes  more  hair  than  wit. 

That  hes  many  eyes  and  many  eares, 

That  hes  many  jealousies  and  feares, 

That  has  many  mouths  and  many  hands, 

Its  full  of  questions  and  commands. 

Its  armed  with  muskets,  pykes  ;  it  fears 

Nought  in  the  world  but  Cavaliers  ; 

A 
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It  was  born  in  England,  but  begot 
Betwixt  tbe  Englisb  and  the  Scot ; 
Though  some  are  of  opinion  rather, 
That  the  Devil  was  its  father. 


II. 

€ttt. 


JBrathwait  says  in  his  Barnabee's  Journal,— 
'  To  Bunbury,  came  I,  O  prophanc  one, 
Where  I  saw  a  Puritane  one, 
Hanging  of  his  cat  on  Monday, 
For  killing  of  a  mouse  on  Sunday.  ' 

Some  very  curious  notes  on  this  passage  will  be  found 

in  the  Prolegomena  to  the  last  edition  of  Barnahec, 

Vol.  I.  p.  78.     Reference  may  also  be  made  to 

Hogg's  Jacobite  Relics,  vol.  I.  p.  37, 

where  another  version  of  the 

.    ballad  occurs. 

There  was  a  Presbyterians  catt 

Was  looking  for  her  prey, 
And  in  the  house  she  catch  'd  a  mouse 

Upon  the  Sabbath  day. 
The  goodman  sitting  at  his  booke 

Rose  up  with  meikle  pain, 
And  in  his  hands  the  catt  he  tooke 

And  bound  her  in  a  chain. 
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Thou  curst  malignant  creature  thou, 

How  now  blood-shedder,  quoth  he, 
Thinks  thou  to  bring  to  hell  below 

My  holy  wife  and  me  ? 
But  be  thou  weell  assured, 

That  blood  for  blood  shall  pay, 
Because  thou  tooke  the  mouse's  life 

Upon  the  Sabbath  day. 
Then  unto  execution 

Poor  badrons  she  was  drawne, 
And  on  a  tree  there  hanged  she, 

The  minister  sung  a  psalme. 


III. 

Wtcltttmt  OTfttcjrf  tvmn 


From  a  MS.  nearly  cotemporary.     It  is  the  best 
version  which  has  yet  appeared. 

Ye're  welcome  Whigs,  from  Bothwell  Briggs, 

Your  malice  is  but  zeal,  boys  ; 
Ye're  holy  sprits,  tho'  hypocrite, 

Its  sack  you  drink,  not  ale,  boys. 
A  2 
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I  must  aver,  you  cannot  err 

In  breaking  God's  commands,  boys  ; 
Iff  ye  infringe  Bishops  and  Kings, 

You  have  heaven  in  your  hands,  boys. 
Suppose  you  cheat,  disturb  the  State, 

And  stain  the  land  with  blood,  boys ; 
If  secretlie,  youf  treacherie 

Be  acted,  it  is  good,  boys. 
The  Devil  himsell,  in  midst  of  hell, 

The  Pope  with  his  intrigues,  boys  ; 
You'll  equalize  in  forgeries  ; 

Fairfall  you,  pious  Whig  boys. 
From  murderers  to  souldiers, 

You  are  advanced  weell,  boys  ; 
Ye  fought  like  devils,  you're  only  rebels, 

When  ye  were  at  Dunkell,  boys. 
Your  wonderous  things  good  laughter  brings, 

Ye  kill'd  more  than  ye  saw,  boys  ; 
At  Pentland  Hills,  ye  tooke  your  heels, 

Though  now  you  seem  to  craw,  boys. 
On  Christmas  day  you  will  not  pray, 

But  work  as  ye  were  mad,  boys ; 
Your  women  spin  sack  cloath  for  sin, 

Your  men  use  pleugh  and  gad,  boys. 
You  lye  in  lust,  you  break  your  trust, 

Ye  work  all  kind  of  evill, 
Your  covenant  makes  you  a  Sant, 

Although  ye  serve  the  Devil. 
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Ye  will  no  more  give  God  the  glore, 

Your  groans  ye  will  all  mutter, 
And  ye  will  goe,  as  homlie  to 

Your  God,  as  to  your  cottar. 
You'l  him  beseech,  with  godly  speech, 

From  his  coat-tail  you'l  claime,  boys, 
Leipies  of  grace,  his  gairsie  face 

Ye'l  kiss,  and  not  blaspheme,  boys. 
If  one  should  drink,  or  shrewdly  think 

A  bishop  e're  was  saved, 
Noe  charitie  from  presbeterie 

Needs  more  for  him  be  craved. 
If  one  should  pray,  as  Christ  did  say, 

To  shun  a  Popish  evill, 
Tho'  he  were  Paul,  ye'l  give  him,  soul 

And  body,  to  the  Devil. 
Episcopie  must  quit  the  cause, 

And  let  old  Jack  carrear,  boys, 
With  fire  and  sword,  o'er  land  and  lord, 

And  keep  the  State  in  steer,  boys. 
Let  websters  preach,  and  ladies  teach 

The  art  of  cuckloldrie,  boys, 
Whoso  carnal  zeal  springs  from  the  tail, 

Then  welcome  Presbetrie,  boys. 
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IV. 

tf  tor 


For  much  curious  information  relative  to  Mr  David  Williamson,  the 

reader  is  referred  to  Kirkton's  Church  History,  p.  349. 

This  and  the  Answer  are  translations  from 

Dr  Pitcairn. 

When,  in  the  late  times  of  sin,  an  angry  crew 
Of  armed  soukliers,  harmless  me  persue, 
I  cry'd  to  Heav'n  for  aid,  but  all  in  vaine  ; 
The  gods  were  deaf,  and  careless  of  my  paine. 
At  length  to  Venus'  camp  I  do  repaire, 
And  offerings  for  the  goddess  fitt  prepare. 
When  fortified  with  Love's  inchanting  armes, 
I  rest  secure  from  all  these  feirce  alarms. 
Whilst  at  thy  altar  I  devotlie  bow, 
The  sacrifice  was  streight  consum'd  by  you, 
Blest  deitie,  still  unto  thy  servants  true. 
Thy  powerful  succors  in  the  cloud  I  felt, 
And  in  Love's  liquid  rapture  fainting  melt. 
By  thee,  my  foes  subdued,  and  I  set  free, 
Shall  of  thy  godhead  still  adorer  be. 
Dear  Venus,  safe,  I'll  of  thy  praises  sing, 
And  to  thy  altars,  willing  gifts  shall  bring  ;   » 
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Thy  name  thro'  all  the  world  I  will  make  known — 

Thou,  more  than  other  gods,  thy  love  hath  bhowri. 

Without  thy  aid,  ^Eneas,  thy  own  son, 

No  famous  act,  no  valiant  deed  had  done. 

Proud  Rome,  with  all  her  saints,  thou  dost  undo — 

As  many  votaries  hast,  and  martyrs  too. 

By  thy  sweet  charms  allured,  and  for  thy  sake, 

The  Scots  their  ancient  laws  and  rites  forsake. 

By  thee  made  drunk,  their  chains  asunder  brake, 

And  tamelie  to  a  female  yield  their  neck. 

Love's  mysteries,  thou  goddess  makes  me  know, 

And  heavenly  pleasures  how  to  use  below. 

Yea,  with  one  breath  love's  gate  does  open  blow. 

Thou  maiden  blushes  quickly  can  subdue, 

Their  fierceness  tame,  and  make  the  proudest  low. 

Temples,  where  divine  service  ought  to  be, 

Are  now  made  waste,  and  dedicat  to  thee. 

Let'Eastern  nations  Mahomet  adore, 

And  holy  Europe  their  own  God  implore. 

And  I  thy  praise,  dear  Venus,  shall  proclaime, 

My  chief  devotion  shall  run  in  thy  name. 

Yea,  blest  by  thee,  I  holy  shall  appear, 

And  every  wench  shall  Venus  love  and  fear. 

By  her,  in  secret  mysteries  skill'd,  I  grew, 

With  which  we  cheat  the  poor  unthinking  crew, 

And  each  old  hag  the  pious  fraud  persue. 

She  promis'd  me  a  nation,  which  should  be, 

Throw  all  the  world  reuowu'd  for  bigotrie, 
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Which  with  true  zeal  purg'd  from  the  dross  of  Rome, 
That  to  be  fooles  and  knaves  took  for  their  doome. 
In  fyne,  she  itdes  the  Earth,  and  will  protect 
Those  priests  that  ne'er  her  service  shall  reject. 


V. 

STmitan*  to  tftf 


Darling  of  all,  our  love,  my  chiefest  joy, 
Your  vowes  we  heard,  nothing  shall  you  annoy. 
In  adverse  times  thou  was  well  known  to  me, 
And  of  my  heroes  chiftain  thou  shall  be. 
Thou  undeceives!  the  world,  and  let's  them  see 
Religion  and  lust  do  weell  agree. 
Scotsmen,  rejoice,  and  celebrate  the  day 
That  Davie's  harp  you  heard  soe  sweetly  play. 
Thou  art  my  David,  and  can  quickly  cure 
All  the  distempers  love-sick  maids  endure. 
Thy  weell-tun'd  instrument  makes  me  forsake 
The  Gods,  and  dwell  on  earth  for  thy  dear  sake. 
When  I  thy  sweet  embraces  call  to  minde, 
I  blush  to  think  that  ever  I  was  kind 
To  old  Anchises,  or  that  I  could  touch 
Distorted  Vulcan,  whom  I  loath'd  so  much  ; 
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Though  be  amongst  the  Gods  had  got  a  name, 
And' was  not  meanly  skill'd  in  Cupid's  game. 
But  thou  my  god  and  faithful  lover  art, 
TyV.  with  the  strictest  bonds  we'll  never  part. 
I'll  come  then,  as  I  promis'd,  to  thy  land, 
And  leaving  Paphos  (empty),  will  command 
That  many  smoking  altars  burn  for  me, 
And  thou,  dear  saint,  my  faithful  priest  shall  be. 


VI. 

®it  tfte  tmttr  Mtmttvit  ot  tftat 
lifting  rm-jjo  Mr 


Thou  wretched  traytor  to  the  Kirk  and  State, 
Once  a  church  member,  now  an  apostat. 
As  Arius,  that  heretick  of  old, 
Swel'd  with  mischeivous  pride,  could  not  behold, 
Any  should  be  preferred  him  before, 
Shipwrack'd  his  faith  and  soul  for  ever  more. 
So  thou,  before  thou'd  yield  place  to  thy  brother, 
Didst  quite  thy  station,  and  disown  thy  mother. 
Pride  was  the  cause  that  glorious  angels  fell  — 
Thy  devilish  pride  will  hurry  thee  to  hell. 
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Yet  not  content  the  world  (thus)  to  amuse 

With  thy  hypocrisie,  and  to  abuse, 

A  giddy  people,  with  high-lifted  home, 

Thou  dares  the  heavens,  and  God  Almighty  scorn. 

When  for  that  whorish  jade  thou  didest  pray 

So  publickly  upon  the  last  Lord's  day,  I 

As  prickt  in  conscience,  and  distract  in  minde, 

That  with  a  curat  she  had  been  soe  kinde. 

Dissembling  knave  thou  knowest  well  forsooth, 

This  was  a  forged  matter,  and  noe  truth, 

Fram'd  by  fanatick  ladies  end  their  minions, 

Such  as  thyself,  to  furder  bad  opinions. 

But  where  was  conscience  when  thou,  fearing  slaughter, 

Rais'd  up  the  mother,  but  kept  still  the  daughter ; 

And  when  thou  had  the  vessel  clapt  aboard, 

Thy  lust  thou  called  a  marriage  in  the  Lord.  *     *j 

Thus,  didst  thou  not  the  widow's  house  devoure, 

When  thou  the  virgin  daughter  did  defloure  ? 

Fy  on  the  troopers,  for  their  stay  wes  short, 

Else  they  had  tain  the  lecher  at  his  sport. 

Short  pennance  Welch  enjoyn'd  thee  on  a  sell ; 

But  for  these  crimes,  God  will  thee  damn  to  hell. 

*  "  It  is  said  that  King  Charles  the  Second,  hearing  of  William- 
"  son's  behaviour  in  Lady  Cherrytrees'  house,  wished  to  see  the  man 
"  that  discovered  so  much  vigour  while  his  troopers  were  in  sehrch 
«'  of  him  :  and  in  a  merry  way  declared,  that  when  he  was  in  the 
"  Royal  Oak,  he  could  not  have  kissed  the  bonniest  lass  in  Christ- 
"  endom.  " — Memoirs  of  Capt.  John  Criechton. 
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VII. 

tfc* 


u  tfte 
Mr 

at 


Ah  !  is  she  dead  ?  whom  as  her  very  name 
Did  her  the  pearle  of  her  sex  proclaime, 
So  her  admired  courage  made  her  gain   < 
The  epithet  even  of  a  heroine  ; 
Tho'  young,  like  to  a  virgine  she  was  bold 
To  enter  in  the  lists  with  ane  grown  old 
In  Venus'  arms,  who  bore  upon  his  shield 
The  sculptures  of  four  triumps  in  the  field, 
And  who,  as  it  was  prophesied  before 
Of  old,  should  superadd  two  trophies  more. 
Altho'  all  this  she  knew  before,  some  say, 
(And  who  heard  not  of  his  abilitie  ; 
What  woman,  since  the  noise  'bout  Cherrytrees, 
Did  not  sound  forth  sweet  Mr  David's  praise  ?) 
Yet,  like  a  gallant  woman,  she  would  try 
In  which  of  all  the  three  his  str  ength  did  lie. 
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Tlie  three  considerables  in  his  breeches 
He  handles  frequently  whene'er  he  preaches. 
The  worst,  she  knew,  was  to  succumb  or  yield, 
Or  fall,  at  last,  with  pleasure  in  the  field ; 
She  yields ;  the  champion  turns  her  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
She  quits  the  field,  and  leaves  him  conqueror. 
Thus  was  she  hurled  off  the  present  stage, 
While  militant,  and  in  her  florid  age, 
Who,  had  she  matched  with  any  other,  she 
Might  have  triumphed  a  compleat  centurie  ; 
Instead  of  being  foil'd,  sh'  had  taken  lives- 
Had  killed  as  many  men,  as  he  did  wives. 
Howe'er,  she's  now  remov'd  to  our  regrate, 
Sweet  Mr  David  must  persue  his  fate, 
And,  to  accomplish  prophesies,  must  add 
Another  to  his  matrimonial  bed  ; 
And  when  transplanted  to  another  sphere, 
He'll  be  a  stallion  there,  as  he  is  here  ; 
And  with  his  six  wives  copulate  forsooth, 
If  Peirot  or  Bourignon  speak  truth. 
Is  she  that  great  Goliah's  slayer  bow'd, 
Now  laid  into  her  grave  ?  and  its  allow'd 
That  he  the  sixth  of  that  bold  sex  should  wed, 
And  she  should  put  him  into  his  green  bed  ? 
Now  let  us  see  some  amazon  virago, 
That  hath  a  love  to  make  a  lofty  brago, 
Of  that  triumph  over  him  who  dar'd  to  squcesc 
In  his  pursued  bed  fair  Cherrytrees. 
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Let  all  her  sex  her  praise  for  wanton  glory, 
That  puts  a  close  to  Davie's  wifeing  story. 
One,  who  was  thought  enough  for  one  man  ;  no, 
Stout  Da  vie  must  have  one  more,  which  makes  two; 
Two  will  not  serve  his  turn ;  the  other  she, 
Comes  in  to  trie  her  sexes  valiantrie, 
Yet  dieth  in  the  cause ;  another,  this  is  four, 
Chusing  to  die  before  that  she  give  o'er, 
Bangs  bravely  up  anent  him,  while  that  he 
Bangs  down  her  bravery,  and  she's  forced  to  flee, 
And  leave  the  battle  to  the  cinque,  who  would, 
(She  thought),  have  lurch'd  him  in  the  grave  so  cold, 
Yet  now  she's  dead.     Edinburgh  dames,  be  glad, 
There  is  an  empty  room  in  Davie's  bed. 


VIII. 

nt  mt  tft*  ;$tatdt  fcettotyt 
tfo  1U&,  Mv  mbft  WttUatmSime 
antr  £Slv&-&ttm  Jrtrcitim* 

20,  1700. 

df  gmtte. 


Hail,  Sir  !  sweet  Cupid  and  your  Aphrodite 
And  Hymeneus  you  the  seventh  time  greet, 
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And  thank  yon  kindly  that  you  do  fulfill 

The  heaven's  decree  by  this  match  and  your  will. 

You  are  their  darling,  so  no  wonder  you 

So  often  to  their  charming  sanctions  bow ; 

Your  valour  long  ago  in  Venus'  field 

At  Cherrytrees  emblazoned  is  your  sheikl, 

That  had  the  Queen  of  Love  been  on  this  sphear, 

She'd  slighted  for  you  even  the  God  of  War ; 

Yet,  to  remunerate  you,  she  caused  her  son 

To  levell  all  his  arrows  at  your  stone, 

Or  stones,  which,  by  a  lucky  gratefull  hit, 

Your  testicles,  some  say,  did  tripartite, 

To  satiate  the  lecherous  female  kind, 

Left  two  before,  and  plac'd  one  stone  behind  ; 

Or  rather,  as  some  boldly  testifie, 

Your  heterogeneous  stones  did  magnifie, 

And  so  impregnate  that  they  do  containe 

Such  floods  and  .damms  of  love  in  every  vaine, 

As  that  you're  still  in  hazard  of  your  life, 

Till  emptied  by  a  virgin  or  a  wife. 

Hence,  worthy  Sir,  your  priapism  proceeds, 

Hence  your  unparalleled  amorous  deeds, 

Your  frequent  unions,  and  the  obvious  itch 

Is  in  your  privie  members  when  you  preach  : 

Hence  com'st  the  psalmist  David  you  exceed, 

When  he  was  old  he  wanted  heat  and  seed. 

He  only  married  Abishag  to  warm 

His  feet,  but  could  not  her  with  nectar  charm  ; 


PASQUILS,  &c.  15 

But  you  by  Venus  (favour)  keep  your  Joyce, 

And  heat  tho'  old,  so  that  she  who's  your  choice, 

And  almost  parallels  the  Shunanrite, 

For  fear  of  you  hath  bought  her  winding-sheet, 

Together  with  her  nuptiall  array, 

Tho'  Venus  o'er  her  fear  still  bears  the  sway, 

As  she  did  once  o'er  your's,  you're  now  possest 

Of  one  that  is  your  equal,  now  you're  blest : 

For  toler — quarrel — and  abomin — damn — 

Subjoin  but  able  and  apply  the  same, 

To  minister  their  marrying  four  times,  1 

As  one  did  when  he  lasht  their  severall  crimes  ; 

Even  hi  his  judgment,  tho'  it  be  severe, 

Your  present  marriage  renders  you  secure 

Of  happiness :  it  doth  you  truly  raise 

Above  damnation  just  by  three  degrees  ; 

And  if  you  wed  again,  for  who  can  tell 

But  you  may  kill  her  too  ?  I'm  sure  that  hell 

Will  not  allow  you  easy  access  in 

Lest  you  debauch  grand  Pluto's  Proserpine, 

If  ever  any  hero  climbed  the  sky 

In  Venus'  arms,  or  in  the  milky  way, 

Sure  you're  the  man,  whom  Venus,  hath  she  power, 

Will  choose  to  lodge  for  ever  in  her  bower. 
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IX. 


Mr  23afcftr  Wtillixmtitxnt'6 
toting  Jttotrmttirr  to  tfte 


Bg  Mr  df  gtmte. 

i 

Hail,  union  both  in  government  and  trade  ; 

Sweet  Mr  David's  moderator  made, 

A  man  of  God,  enabled  by  heaven 

To  lye  with  many,  and  unite  with  seven  : 

He  with  his  wives  through  the  whole  week  hath  run, 

And  hath  united  Saturn  with  the  Sun, 

Preach'd  seven,  the  perfect  number,  and  may  be 

Proposed  a  patron  to  prosperity  ; 

Since  he  excells  Henry  Plantagenete 

Who  the  two  Roses  that  strove  long  unite, 

And  Henry  who  renunced  the  Pope  of  Rome, 

Had  many  wives,  and,  like  him,  killed  some  ; 

And  his  beloved  Bess,  head  of  the  Kirk, 

Who  consummat  the  reformation  work, 

And  the  pacefeck  James,  who,  when  he  reigned, 

The  Thistle  and  the  damask  Rose  combined  : 

Our  Mr  David  far  surmounts  all  these, 
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- 
Knows  best  the  union  'twixt  the  females, 

And  by  these  means  has  gain'd  the  character, 
And  is  their  darling,  and  he  hath  their  ear ; 
He  hath  such  influence  on  the  female  tribe, 
Who  things  concerning  Kirk  and  State  prescribe, 
And  perfect,  too,  by  moyen  he  may  be 
The  blest  remembrance  of  our  unity  ; 
Sure  he'l  instruct  the  Ass:  to  fill  the  score 
And  join,  and  plant,  and  water  more  and  more. 


X. 

fcettomt  Jttarftir 

atttt  tftc 
ratxrr,  utt  JfTi 

,  1700. 


MODERATOR. 

Dear  Brother,  you've  grown  a  jest  to  the  nation ; 
To  marie  a  seventh  wyfe  in  so  holy  a  station, 
Is  more  scandalous  then  was  your  first  fornication. 
As  a  minister,  mynd  what  Paul  says  to  thee, 
That  of  one  wyfe  alone  you  a  husband  should  bee. 

MR  DAVID. 

That's  a  text  which  I  wish  our  byble  had  wanted, 
Or  from  Paul  to  Apocrepha  had  been  transplanted. 
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Yet  I  strove  what  I  could  that  it  might  not  me  reach ; 

Upon  it  I  never  did  lector  or  preach. 

But  since  I  cannot  want  these  neccessar  evills 

To  hyde  me,  for  manage  is  the  doctrine  of  divells. 

Fools  mourn  for  the  loss  of  a  spouse  that  they  dote  on 

But  its  wisdom  to  change  a  cold  wyfe  for  a  hot  one. 

If  my  wyfes  had  but  born  a  child  every  year, 

With  how  great  a  shaks  my  old  head  would  I  wear, 

When  now  from  my  pulpit  I  proudly  might  see 

The  halfe  of  my  parish  my  own  progenie. 

But  I  think  it  some  comfort  my  pains  are  not  lost, 

Since  I'm  the  first  Minister  ever  could  boast 

That  I  had  sex  spouses  in  my  own  lyfe, 

Awl  at  last  did  reach  a  Sabath  day's  wyfe. 

But  speaking  of  wyves, 

My  thoughts  it  does  ryse, 

That  for  thrie  things  considerable 

My  fortune  I'le  pryse. 

1.  That  our  perswasion  does  to  us  allow 
The  Covenant  of  mariage  so  oft  to  renew, 
And  that  it  inflicts  that  sore  punishment, 
From  women  for  ever  to  keep  a  long  Lent. 

2.  Nixt,  that  the  Saduces  asked  the  doubt, 
Who  should  be  our  spous  after  lyfe  is  run  out  ? 
For  unless  that  ane  answer  had  to  it  been  given, 

It  would  trouble  my  mynd,  to  thinke  that  in  heaven 
I  for  my  own  share  should  be  maried  on  seven. 
But  yet  at  my  fate  I  somewhat  do  ragp, 
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That  I  did  not  chance  to  live  in  that  age. 

For  I  have  a  strong  thought,  which  I  truly  do  rest  on, 

That  my  name  would  have  been  proposed  in  the  question. 

3.  But,  Sdly,  and  lastly,  (that  I  may  not  you  hold), 

I  think  it  a  blessing  that  cannot  be  told, 

That  our  wyffes  are  not  made  as  was  Adam  of  old  ; 

And  if  for  each  tyme  I  enjoyed  a  young  bryd, 

A  rib  were  to  be  taken  out  of  my  left  syde, 

I  would  be  a  sad  creature  ere  I  went  to  the  grave, 

And  in  my  old  age  only  one  syde  I  would  have. 

The  grieffe  and  the  shame  would  make  me  soon  dye, 

To  hear  Episcapall  when  I  chanc'd  to  pass  bye ; 

See  now  thee  Whig  Minister  carried  on  barrous, 

Who  gave  halfe  his  body  to  make  him  halfe  marrous. 


XI. 

tin  ti)e  fcratlj  of 
SS&iiltamscm, 


The  seventh  wife  Davie, 
The  kirk  doth  sadly  want, 

Who  opposed  the  tribe  of  Levie, 

The  seventh  wife  Davie, 

The  seventh  give  him  the  spavic, 
And  killed  a  whoreing  sa'nt. 
B  2 


20  PASQUILS,  &c 


XII. 

thereto 

Ye  the  tribe  of  Levie 

Alleadge  ill  things 
Against  honest  Davie  ; 
Ye  the  tribe  of  Levie, 
He  was  not  such  a  knavie 

As  he  that  wore  band  strings.  * 

Nota.   Both  the  above  lines  were  com{Josed  by  an  abdicate 
curate,  Mr  Calder.     R.  M. 


XIII. 

Of  lerric  on  Ujc  ftebrrcntt  JHr  Dabifc 
j  lrt>  iHr  dfgnme 


Ah  he  is  dead,  the  phenix  of  this  age 
Who  acted  mighty  wonders  on  the  stage  ; 
He  once  combined  with  the  prelatick  crew, 
But  shifted  sides,  turn'd  to  another  hue  ; 

*  Pate,rson,  Bishop  of  Glasgow.     R.  M. 
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Gave  demonstration  of  his  fierie  zeall, 
Like  Irish  horses  drew  the  plough  by  his  null. 
For  he  made  numberous  converts,  and  its  odd, 
Not  more  by  preaching  than  his  ponderous  r odd, 
Or  stone  that  had  of  weight  and  vigour  more, 
Than  the  other  two  he  carried  straight  befor ; 
The  cause  he  finger 'd  them  oft  was  not  his  choice, 
But  force  to  keep  them  in  an  equal  poise. 
Ladies,  with  brinish  tears  bedew  your  cheeks, 
Ye've  lost  the  three  considerables  in  his  breeks. 
I  cannot  comprehend  his  praise  in  verse, 
For  Cherrytrces  hath  aggrandized  his  tarse. 
So  that  in  Venns'  field  he  led  the  van ; 
And  Charles  desired  to  see  this  able  man, 
While  in  the  oak,  tho'  he  had  a  great  soul, 
Had  neither  heart  nor  hands  to  wield  his  pole  ; 
But  he  in  hazard  of  life  at  Cherrietrees, 
Was  bold  to  enter  'twixt  the  ladie's  thighs. 
And  he  the  psalmist  David  far  surmounts, 
Was  more  devoted  to  the  covenants, 
And  abler  too :  only  to  warm  his  feet 
He  married  Abishag  the  Shunamite, 
When  aged  he  wanted  Joyce  to  wett  a  sheet. 
Our  David  hath  been  vigorous  all  his  life, 
After  three  score  he  married  the  seventh  wife. 
Arid  to  bis  dying  day  could  mount  his  pole, 
And  like  any  old  rat  penetrat  each  hole. 
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If  Madam  Bourignon,  or  the  Turks  speak  truth, 
That  there  is  copulation  after  death, 
\Vhig  ladies  will  to  him  great  honour  yield, 
As  Venus  champions  in  the  Elysian  field ; 
He's  now  transplanted  to  another  sphere, 
Will  prove  a  stallion  there  as  he  did  here. 


XIV. 


The  nobleman  alluded  to  was  probably  Lord  Lcvcn.     The  Kt- 

vcrcnd  James  Kirk  ton  is  known  as  the  author  of  the 

History  of  the  Church  of  Scotland,  which  a  few 

years  ago  was  edited  from  various  MSS.  by 

C.  K.  Sharpc,  Esq.  and  illustrated 

with  a  Biographical  notice  of 

the  author,  and  numerous 

valuable  notes. 

Unto  the  grave  Assemblie's  moderator, 

A  tall  yet  very  humble  fornicator, 

With  all  submission  doth  himself  address, 

And  with  sincere  contrition  doth  confess, 

That  foolishly  he  ingag'd,  the  last  year, 

As  captain  rable  to  a  noble  peer  ; 

Who  with  more  /eele  than  wit,  did  help  to  push  ou 

This  great  and  godlie  revolution. 
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For  family  exercise  the  peer  did  stand 
As  the  best  way  to  purge  this  sinful  land. 
For  such  a  work  no  man  was  better  gifted, 
An  abler  brother  petticoat  neir  lifted  ; 

0  weel  it  set  him,  for  (to)  say  beloved, 

To  advance  the  cause  let's  leave  no  stone  unmoved. 
Unto  his  ladie  first  he  allways  pray'd, 
Then  from  her  went  unto  her  chamber-maid. 
With  exercise,  from  one  to  all  to  pass, 
Forgetting  not  so  much  as  kitchen-lass. 

1  pittiful  sinner  gravely  standing  bye, 
Admiring  much  his  lordship's  pietie, 
Resolve  the  self-same  exercise  to  try, 
Thinking,  but  vainly,  that  the  chosen  of  Heaven, 
Doe  that  they  pleased  would  surely  be  forgiven. 
But  now,  I  find,  a  saint  may  be  beguiled, 
Two  of  the  holies  having  falne  with  child. 

The  first  a  thing  both  neat  and  weel  behaved, 

The  pious  neice  of  worthy  Mr  David, 

The  other,  though  not  of  so  fam'd  a  clan, 

A  loving  tit  as  ever  fell  with  man. 

Now,  reverend  Sir,  in  short,  this  is  our  case, 

Believing  we  were  brethren  in  grace, 

Als  weill  became,  so  good  and  holy  brothers, 

We  did  not  stick  to  mool  in  with  each  others. 

But,  ah  !  ye  willing  things  with  too  much  greed, 

Sucked  up  ye  showers  we  rain'd  of  holy  seed, 

And  cannot  tell  which  of  us  did  the  deed  ; 
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This  being  the  case,  is  it  not  very  sad 

That  I  alone  should  get  the  bairnes  to  had, 

Since  that  his  Lordship  was  engaged  as  far, 

It  is  but  reason  he  should  bear  a  share . 

This  deference  to  him  I  still  did  pay, 

I  did  but  follow  when  he  led  the  way  ; 

And,   in  like  cases,  lawyers  to  grant  us, 

Such  kind  of  thing*  are  primi  occupantis. 

I  hold  as  faith  what  William's  law  allowes, 

What  King  James  saith,  my  conscience  disapproves  ; 

While  William's  head,  the  subjects  will  not  harm 

The  flock's  misled  who  hold  Kiug  James  supream  ; 

They  rebels  are  who  William's  laws  despise, 

Who  King  James  barr,  they  loyall  are  and  wise.* 

•  Various  extraordinary  specimens  of  Mr  Kirkton's  style  of 
oratory  occur  in  the  Scotch  Presbyterian  Eloquence,  to  which  work 
the  curious  reader  is  referred.  He  was  remarkable  for  the  homely 
nature  of  his  comparisons,  and  the  coarseness  of  his  expressions. 
His  habit  of  jesting  on  sacred  subjects,  is  alluded  to  in  the  ensuing 
poem. 
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XV. 

imitation  of  tyt  ?ii.  <Sfcr  of 
tf)t  first  33ook  of  i£orate. 


Transferring  the  scene  from  Old  Rome  to  the 
New  Constitution  of  Scotland. 

To  tfie  Tune  of,  "  Hark  !  I  hear  the  thundering 
cannons  roar.  " 

A  translation  of  a  Latin  Poem  by  Dr  PITCAIRN. 

What  Hogan  hero,  statelie  muse, 
Cargill  or  Cameron,  *  wilt  thou  choose. 
Their  praise  with  bagpipes  to  diffuse, 

Till  all  the  fields  resound  them. 
In  Pentland  hills  or  Largo  links  — 
In  Struther's  parks  and  Leven's  brinks- 
While  Raithie  on  his  fiddle  jinks 

Till  all  the  trees  dance  round  him. 

He  by  maternal  art  can  bind 
The  people  wavering  as  the  wind, 
And  by  the  holy  league  refyn'd, 
Send  Bishops  all  a  grasing. 

*  Both  hanged  for  Whigric.     R.  M. 
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With  Father  Melville  let's  begin  ; 
For  Church  and  State,  when's  hand  was  in, 
He  govern'd  soe,  that  a  shake  o's  chin 
Set  all  the  toun  a  gazing. 

Than  he  none  greater,  like  him  none  ; 
His  wit  and  parts  adorn 'd  the  thron  ; 
But  next  to  him  his  godlie  son 

Dear  Jamie  had  the  honour. 
And  thon,  brave  Leven,  who  still  aspires 
To  kindle  zeal  at  Bacchus'  fires, 
If  Lady  cross  but  thy  desires, 

Thou'l  draw  thy  whip  upon  her. 

And  thou,  stout  David  Williamson, 
Alcides  like,  with  club  comes  on, 
As  Jove  on  Leda  lights  upon 

My  Ladie's  fyne  young  daughter. 
When  thy  bright  burning  star  appears,* 
It  soone  dispells  all  doubts  and  fears, 
Dreeps  holy  seed  instead  of  tears, 

And  turns  her  sighs  to  laughter. 

Next  shall  I  praise  our  founder  Knox, 
Or  Kirkton,  preaching  all  in  jokes, 
Or  Managers  of  Jugs  and  Stocks, 
Stirliu,  or  Sir  John  Hall,  too  ; 
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Or  shall  I  sing  of  zealous  martyrs 
Mitchell  and  Weir,  who  died  in  halters, 
Or  Cleland,  who  by  Highland  Tartars 
Had  a  severe  downfall  too  ? 

Reinard  and  Brock,  *  props  of  the  cause, 
Who  use  noe  combs  but  their  sharp  claws, 
And  hungry  Brae,  f  shall  have  applause 

From  every  Covenanter. 
Crawfurd,  like  his  own  tree,  shall  rise, 
Rule's  romau  stile  J  shall  wreath  him  bays 
Blest  hands,  to  plant  a  paradise, 

And  preach  religious  banter. 

But  Kennedie,  for  his  moderation, 
Shall  have  eternall  commendation  ; 
He  rais'd  the  honour  of  the  nation 

By  a  Newcastle  mercat.  § 
High  Prince,  reformer  of  our  State, 
To  thee  committed  is  by  fate 
Great  Kennedie,  who  is  thy  mate, 

Whom  all  malignants  bark  at? 

*  "  Reymour  and  Orrok. "     R.  M. 

f  This  was  Frascr  of  Brae,  Minister  at  Culross. — R.  M. 

J  See  Pitcairn's  Play  and  the  pamphlets  of  the  time,  for  jests  on 
Kule'a  execrable  Latin. 

§  Kennedie  was  accused,  in  the  pamphlets  of  the  Revolution,  of 
having  got  part  of  the  price  of  K.  Charles  the  First's  blood. 
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His  conquests  every  where  are  seen, 
From  Kelso  even  to  Aberdeen ; 
He  spares  not  Curates,  tho'  the  Queen 
Hath  often  it  requested. 

He  next  to  thec  doth  govern,  while 
Thou  quells  the  Tories  of  this  Isle  ; 
And  thundering  flashes  of  thy  zeal 
Old  prelacie  hath  blasted. 


XVI. 


torn  tfte 
tfcetr  fte&mirir  ttrttftrtn  tfte 


xrf  tft* 


Dear  dwineing  brethren,  we  the  keckling  crew, 

With  hopes  puff'd  up,  address  ourselves  to  you. 

Then  pray  you  faill  not  in  benevolence 

To  us  that  put  in  you  such  confidence  ; 

Ye  have  the  ruling  power  in  hand,  tho'  we 

Did  suffer  more  in  tyme  of  prelacie  ; 

For  by  their  coalls,  their  teeth,  their  knives,  their  wives, 

We  were  depriv'd  of  our  poor  harmless  lives. 

Tho'  we  were  ne'er  in  armes  against  the  King, 

This  did  not  shelter  us  from  suffering. 
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We  suffered  in  our  names,  for  every  sot 

Was  c.iHM  a  silly  goose  or  idiot ; 

But  ye  dear  brethren  honour'd  us  so  farr. 

That  God  himstlf  to  us  ye  did  compare. 

Thus  did  a  brother  in  a  meeting-house, 

Boldlie  declare  that  God's  a  goodlie  goose  ; 

For  still  he's  dreeping,  said  the  learn'd  divine,  * 

This  daintie  figure  made  his  preaching  fyne. 

Noe  mortall  man  amongst  you  payd  soe  dear 

As  we  in  scrotching  flames,  save  Major  Weir ; 

A  man  had  hated  the  Doxologie, 

The  Creed,  Lord's  Prayer,  as  weell  as  ye  or  we, 

Dear  fellow-sufferers,  pray  you  plead  our  cause, 

And  doe  prevent  the  sanguinarie  laws 

On  Yoole,  that  fatal,  superstitious  day 

On  which  the  brethren  wiselie  fast  and  pray. 

In  end  think  this,  we  seek  not  all  our  due, 

Tho'  we  be  elder  bretheren  than  you  ; 

For  our  fraternity  we  reckon  thus, 

Ye'r  come  of  Calvin,  we  are  come  of  Huss. 

But  yet  the  older  shall  the  younger  serve, 

Which,  like  yourselves,  we  wittilie  observe  ; 

This  is  the  way  that  ye  did  guide  a  text, 

And  we  goe  on  in  our  relation  next. 

In  our  assemblies  we  resemble  you, 

Where  twenty  speak  at  once,  even  (as)  we  doe. 

We  both,  indeed,  make  such  a  gible-gable, 

And  sucb  confusion  as  was  heard  at  Babell  , 

•  Mr  Robert  Blair. 
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Think  us  no  Papists,  in  earnest  or  in  droll, 

Tho'  our  ancestors  sav'd  the  Capitoll. 

Keep  in  the  homes  of  all  the  Christmas  ranters, 

And  act  like  rare  and  worthie  Covenanters. 

Search  murdering  roumes  where  your  dear  brethern  are, 

Let  no  malignant  hands  your  interest  marr ; 

We'er  hussars  both,  ye  know,  see  then  that  ye 

Follow  your  grandsir,  Mr  Kennedie : 

Fight  for  your  bretheren,  ere  they  be  devoured, 

And  call  such  fights  the  battles  of  the  Lord. 


XVII. 

' 

rttr«&  0f  tfte  true  atrtr 
at  tft*  liirfc  *rf  ^rurtlmttr  far 
tftrmrfelfctrf,  antf  in  name  antr  it= 
ot  tfte  iuiltf  Camer0niait 
to  the 


We  fellow-sufferera  for  the  good  old  cause, 
Beg  your  protections  of  the  present  lawes  ; 
All  we  demand,  as  ye  will  find  on  sight, 
Is  in  your  grievances  and  claime  of  right  ; 
To  you  we  think  we  need  not  represent 
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The  treatment  of  the  former  government. 

How  many  were  in  pyes  incarcerat, 

And  for  no  cryme  but  that  of  being  fatt ; 

Which,  if  it  were  sustain'd  as  relevant, 

It  would  goe  hard  with  many  a  modern  saint. 

Some  in  flat  contradiction  to  the  lawes, 

Were  hung  (up)  by  the  heels,  and  tortured  without  cause ; 

Others,  against  their  conscience,  which  was  worse, 

Were  brought  to  feast  at  Christmas  by  (main)  force ; 

While  they  bedrencht  us  with  malignant  wyne, 

And  never  a  drop  of  honest  fourty-nyne. 

Base  popish  angells,  which  first  keept  that  day 

And  with  the  herds  sung  the  first  Hoguemennay. 

Our  livings  taken  from  us,  were  bestowed 

On  pamper 'd  pullets,  that  prelatick  brood  ; 

Thus  we  were  butcher'd,  persecut,  opprest, 

And  all  because  we  could  not  take  the  test. 

'Twere  criminal  to  doubt  of  your  assistance, 

Who  'gainst  despotick  power  make  such  resistance  ; 

Who've  rais'd  ane  army,  and  depos'd  a  king, 

'Upon  this  pious,  important  designe  ; 

That  men  on  Yule  without  a  goose  might  dyne, 

And  much  of  generous  Christian  blood  have  spent, 

To  hinder  feasts  on  Yule,  and  fasts  in  Lent. 

This  for  ourselves,  now  one  word  if  ye  please 

For  our  dear  brethren,  Cameronian  geese. 

We  act  not  by  wild  principles  like  them, 

Nor  shun  all  converse  with  malignant  men ; 

• 
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For,  rather  than  our  benefices  loose, 
A  kind  indulgence  we  could  ne'er  refuse. 
Yet  these  our  brethren  cannot  be  forgot, 
Who  lye  exposed  to  malignant  shot ; 
And  to  the  violence  of  wind  and  weather, 
When  persecute  in  one  place  seek  another. 
They  are  by  Gillicrankies  much  persu'd, 
Who  do  without  relenting  shed  their  blood  ; 
Relieve  them  then,  according  to  your  powers, 
Their  case  is  just  the  very  same  with  ours. 


XVIII. 

llinerf  0it  Hrrrtr  iUafctim? 
toitft  tftc  Cmwterio  at 
Sfcmgfttcr. 


Anne  Wemyss  was,  in  1691,  married  to  David 
Earl  of  Lcvcn  and  Melville. 


In  fertile  Weenies,  that  soull-refreshing  place, 
Under  the  droppings  of  the  dew  of  grace, 
Dorinda  lives,  the  honour  of  her  race. 
Pride  of  our  kirk,  and  glory  of  our  aige, 
Her  all  and  every  part  was  formed  so  weill, 
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No  prelat  member  did  the  rest  excell, 
But  parity  in  every  limb  did  dwell. 
So  perfect,  all  did  justly  her  account 
A  transumpt  of  the  patron  of  the  mount. 
Dorinda — only  fit  for  Ajax  love —  * 
Ajax,  who  thunders  from  his  rock  of  Jove  ; 
Ajax,  who  doth  with  birchen  sceptre  reigne, 
O'er  all  the  frighted  ladyes  of  the  plaine.-f- 
No  superstitious  rite,  or  idle  jest, 
But  godly  psalms  did  grace  the  nuptiall  feast ; 
Instead  of  garter  loos'd,  or  stocking  flung, 
Sex  double  verse  to  Martyr's  tune  were  sung. 
The  bride  was  bedded  by  the  word  of  God, 
Ane  patron  of  reformed  kirks  abroad. 
In  tlu-  next  place,  a  posset  made  of  sacke, 
Which  gravely  as  the  sacrament  they  take. 
After  some  disputs,  curious  and  nice, 
About  postures  in  the  time  of  exercise, 
Sex  loud  presenters  our  last  night  did  sing  ; 
The  sacred  croud  did  dance  it  in  a  ring, 
Until  good  sweet  Mess  David  did  begin,  J 
Inspired  with  sack  to  sing  this  nuptiall  hymne. 

*  He  was  governor  of  Edinburgh  Castle.     R.  M. 
f  He  switched  the  Lady  Mortonhall  with  his  rod,  when  she  re- 
proved him  for  hunting  in  her  park.     R.  M. 
\  Williamsone.     R.  M. 
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XIX. 

iS0*wto  ftfcgnmi,  1690.  1. 2.  3. 

'  There's  old  Chinnie,  the  Daddy,  and  Raithy  the  monkey ; 
There's  Leven  the  hero,  and  little  Pitcunty ; 
Where  shall  ye  see  such,  or  find  such  a  soudy  ? 
Bannocks  of  beat-meal,  cakes  of  crowdy  ! — ' 

Lines  by  Lord  New  bottle,  made  upon  the  Reformers,  1688  and 
1689.  Mylne's  Note  is — "  TWs  was  Lord  Melville,  Commissioner — 
Lord  Raith,— 3d  who  was  Melville's  3d  son.  " 

Hogg  has  printed  his  Lordship's  Song  •  very  much  corrupted,  in 
his  Jacobite  Relicks,  Vol.  I. 

The  Duke  "  full  of  pryde  "  was  probably  his  Grace  of  Hamil- 
ton, who  is  uniformly  represented  as  a  very  imperious  and  haughty 
man.  The  "  Monkey  out  of  Fife,"  seems  to  have  been  meant  for  Lord 
Raith.  His  title  came  from  that  county,  and  his  (at  least  his  fa- 
ther's) estates  were  situated  there.  All  doubt  on  the  point  may  be 
considered  as  removed,  by  Lord"  Newbottle's  Song,  in  which  he  is 
emphatically  styled,  "  Raithy  the  Monkey.  " 

The  Editor  is  inclined  to  suspect,  that  th«  popular  Rhyme  in 
question  refers  to  the  displacing  of  Duke  Hamilton  as  Commis- 
sioner, and  the  appointment  of  Lord  Melville  to  that  High  Office. 
The  cause  of  this  removal,  as  stated  in  a  very  curious  pamphlet, 
entitled,  "  The  Justice  of  resuming  the  Bishop  Rents  in  Scotland," 
8vo,  London,  1714-,  p.  3,  was  his  Grace's  refusal  to  concur  in  the 
Presbyterian  Church  Establishment,  unless  the  inferior  Episcopal 

•  "  The  three  brave  sons  "  seem  to  be  intended  for  the  same  per. 
oni. 
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Clergy  should  bo  allowed  to  continue  in  their  livings.  Lord  Mel- 
ville and  his  sons,  "  Kaitliy "  and  Lcven,  (rigid  Presbyterians), 
had  then  King  William's  ear,  and  took  this  opportunity  of  getting 
the  Duke  laid  aside.  When  the  matter  came  before  Parliament, 
his  Grace  supported  his  opinion,  with  great  good  sense  and  feel- 
ing.  "  We  have  now,  "  said  he,  "  before  us,  the  case  of  four  hun- 
dred unfortunate  clergymen,  who  have  spent  any  little  patrimony 
they  had,  in  fitting  themselves  for  holy  orders;  they  have  come  in 
upon  the  faith  Of  the  nation,  and  are  possessed  of  livings ;  the  laws 
are  still  standing  unrepealed  in  their  favour ;  and  they  have  as  good 
a  right  to  their  benefices,  as  I  have  to  my  estate ;  for  I  have  no  se- 
curity but  the  law  of  the  land.  "  His  exertions  were  fruitless ;  but 
his  rival  did  not  long  enjoy  his  place,  as  be  was  very  soon  after 
dismissed.  It  will  be  kept  in  remembrance,  that  the  Duke  was  in 
general,  a  keen  adherent  of  King  William,  and  was  consequently 
as  obnoxious  to  the  Tories,  as  either  Lord  Melville  or  "  Raithy  the 
Monkey. " 

1. 

Three  brave  chins  as  any  man  may  see,  Sir— 

There's  huffie  chin,  and  muffle  chin,  and  chin  of  gravitie, 

Sir; 
And  if  your  chin  be  out  of  mod,  goe  ye  to  the  Baillie,  Sir. 

2. 

Three  brave  sons,  and  all  gallant  Statesmen — 

There's  crooked  son,  and  wicked  son,  the  third  son  is  a 

Pate,  man ; 
And  if  your  purse  be  full  enough,  it  will  end  all  debate, 

man.    * 

c2 
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3. 

Three  brave  laws,  and  all  weell  keeped — 

The  perjur'd  law,  the  assurance  law,  and  all  your  chimneys 

sweeped. 

4. 

There  was  a  Duke  so  full  of  pryde, 
There  durst  no  man  come  neeria, 
Till  cam  a  Monkey  out,  of  Fife, 
And  dang  him  tops  o're  tiria. 

5. 

Our  Jacobites  are  foppish — Our  Jacobites  are  foppish ; 
Our  King,  Defender  of  the  Faith,  both  Protestant  and 

Popish ; 

But  let  them  say  and  do  on — But  let  them  say  and  do  on ; 
Our  Kirk,  which  never  had  a  head,  hath  now  both  she  and 

he  one. 

P- 

Short  lifed  was  our  grand  plot, 
Noe  man  did  ever  see  it, 
Till  Johnston  *  christened  it  by  vote, 
And  Ormistoun  f  said,  so  be  it. 

7. 

The  French  King  is  not  saucie— The  French  King  is  not 

saucie, 
Who  with  M'Lurg  and  his  wife  hath  made  a  conspiracie. 

*  Secretary  of  State, 
f  The  following  extract  relative  to  Lord  Justice  Clerk  Ormis- 
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8. 

THE  SAME  IN  LATfN. 

Rex  Gallic  so  prostravit — Rex  Gallie  se  prostravit, 
Cum  Lurgio  et  Lurgia  uno  conjuravit. 

9. 

In  prose  or  verse,  'tis  seldom  that  we  can 
Paint  to  the  life  the  frailty  of  man. 

10 

Wherever  God  erects  a  House  of  Prayer, 
The  Devil  always  builds  a  chapel  there.  ? 

tyun,  from  a  work  little  known,  in  which  much  curious  is  mixed 
up  with  more  tedious  and  dull  matter,  will  not  be  unacceptable. 
After  mentioning  his  intimacy  with  Lord  Ormistoun  and  his  Lady, 
the  author  says  :  "  Of  all  the  party  (Whigs),  Lord  Ormistone  was 
the  most  busy,  and  very  zealous  in  suppressing  the  Rebellion,  and 
oppressing  the  rebels ;  so  that  he  became  universally  hated  in  Scot- 
land, where  they  called  him  the  Curse  of  Scotland  ;  and  when  la- 
dies were  at  cards,  playing  the  nine  <>/'  Diamonds,  commonly  called 
the  Curse  of  Scotland,  they  called  it  the  Justice  Clerk.  He  was 
indeed  of  a  hot  temper,  and  violent  in  all  his  measures.  "— Dr 
Houston's  Memoirs,  p.  92, '8vo,  London,  174-7. 
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XX. 

Kant 


"  The  second  curate  of  Stirling  being  accused  by  his  elders  of 
being  drunk  when  administering  the  sacrament,  was  notwithstand- 
ing continued  in  his  charge  by  the  Bishop.  Nay,  drunkenness  was 
so  ordinary  amongst  them,  that  a  drunken  fellow  at  Edinburgh, 
called  Jack  Bowls,  when  reproved  for  being  drunk  in  the  morn- 
ing, answered,  that  he  could  not  get  room  to  drink  in  the  after- 
noon, for  then  the  best  ale-houses  in  the  town  were  filled  with 
curates.  "  —  Answer  to  the  Scotch  Presbyterian  Eloquence. 

This  extremely  curious  poem  is  now  for  the  first  time  printed 
from  Mylne's  MSS.  The  notes  with  the  exception  of  the  last,  are 
by  Mylne. 

Take  Melville's  chin,  and  Lothian's  eye, 
Join'd  to  Squire  Weddell's  a  nose  and  ears, 
Which  head  on  Raithie's  2  shoulders  tye, 
Held  by  the  crooked  neck  of  Stairs  : 

Let  him,  like  Mortarpiece,  3  have  gutts, 
And  Mr  James  Melville's  4  thighs  and  knees  ; 
And  let  Ins  genitals  be  such 
As  are  King  William's  privities. 

Let  him  be  arsed  like  Sutherland, 
And  have  the  legs  of  Tittle  Tattle  ; 

i    This  Weddel  was  a  wrytor,  and  had  a  very  big  reid  nose  ;  he 

was  pilloried  for  some  forgerie. 
-   Lord  Raith.     3    Monro  of  Fowlis.     4   A  son  of  E.  Melville's. 
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And  let  him  gormandize  like  Anne,  * 
And  take,  like  George,  6  the  other  bottle. 

Let  him  hare  Cassilla'  feet  and  toes, 
On's  bum  put  Mr  Kirkton's  7  breches  ; 
And  on  his  legs  great  Monro's  8  hose, 
Useing  the  Marquis  of  Dowglas'  speeches. 

Let  him  have  Forfar's  livery  coat, 
And  like  to  Dr  Rule  be  smart ; 
With  a  short  Moderator's  cloak, 
And  liberal!  as  a  Councell  clerk. 

With  Cardross'  and  Lord  Crawford's  sense, 
And  Mr  Kennedie's  9  moderation — 
And  if  we  may  without  offence, 
We  shall  allow  him  Leven's  discretion. 

And  let  him  have  M'Kay  l  °  his  valour, 
And  General  Douglas'  *  *  gratitude, 
And  hardiness  of  Cornet  Lawder, 
Who  at  Runrorie  swam  in  blood. 

5  After,  Queen  Anne.     8    Prince  of  Denmark. 

7  A  Presbyterian  Minister. 

8  Major  General  Monro  wore  large  hose,  for  hiding  bad  legs. 

9  This  Kennedie  was  Moderator  of  the  General  Assembly  ;  his 

two  sons  were  banisht  for  propheseying,  and  he  fell  down 
in  the  street  himselfc  dead. 

I  o  He  fled  away  from  Killiecranky. 

I 1  This  rogue  treachourouslie  deserted  King  James  7th. 
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And  let  him  have  Argyle's  religion, 

And  the  Lord  Seaforth's  faithfulness, 

And  chaste  like  sweet  Mass  David  Williamsone,  1 2 

With  Rollo  and  Forrester's  pleasures. 

Let  him  have  Morton's  devotion ; 
When  angrie,  like  the  Duke,  to  huff ;  x ' 
And  let  him  with  Captain  M'Kay  his  motion 
Artificially  take  a  snuff. 

Let  him  have  wit  like  Annandale, 
And  be  as  politick  as  Ross  ; 
First  let  him  plptt,  and  then  reveal, 
Like  childeren  when  they  are  cross. 

Let  him  be  loyal  like  a  Campbell, 
And  trusty  like  Duke  Hamilton  ; 
And  be  as  courteous  as  that  female 
Who  uses  some  besides  her  own. 

Let  him,  that  he  may  be  compleat, 
Be  pious  like  Blackbarronie ; 
This  done,  let  him  but  walk  the  street, 
And  deill  a  boy  shall  follow  me. 

Sic  subtur.     JACK  BOWLES. 

1 2  A  Presbyterian  Minister  that  had  seven  wives. 

i  )  Duke  of  Hamilton.  Balcarres  complains  that  the  Jacobites 
were  outvoted  in  every  thing,  and  were  compelled  to  sit 
and  hear  the  Duke  "  bawl  and  bluster,  his  usuiil  custom." 
Memoirs,  3d  Edition,  p.  99. 


PASQUILS,  &c. 
XXI. 


tft*  CurunUrfrf  of  SKitomrf  ftcr 
ttratrft  toitft  tft* 


The  Countess  of  Wemyss's  marriage  with  Lord  Tarbat,  (after- 
wards  Earl  of  Cromarty)  which  took  place  llth  April  1700,  afford- 
ed much  merriment  on  account  of  the  disparity  in  the  ages  of  the 
parties  ;  —  after  all  it  was  not  such  as  to  occasion  much  astonish- 
ment. His  Lordship  was  a  vigorous  old  man  of  seventy  undoubt- 
edly —  but  his  Lady  could  not  have  been  much  under  forty  —  if  in- 
deed she  was  not  above  it.  Had  she  been  twenty  years  younger 
there  might  have  been  some  cause  for  censure.  Strange  to  say,  Lord 
Cromarty  survived  his  wife  (who  died  in  the  year  1705)  nine  years, 
and  departed  this  life,  the  17th  day  of  August  1714s  aged  eighty-four. 

The  verses  are  very  spirited  —  the  allusion  to  one  of  the  strange 
exploits  of  St  Francis  is  very  happy.  This  holy  personage,  as  we 
are  informed  in  the  "  Alcoran  des  Cordeliers,  "  —  "  fut  tente  dc 
"  prendre  femme,  et  lors  il  s'encourout  tout  nud  au  milieu  de  la 
"  neige,  se  faisant  une  femme  et  des  enfans  de  neige.  "  Upon  another 
occasion,  when  tempted  by  order  of  the  Emperor  Frederic,  who 
caused  a  beautiful  female  to  be  concealed  in  his  bed-chamber,  the 
Saint  adopted  a  very  opposite  course,  and  as  the  explanation  sub- 
joined to  the  curious  print  on  the  subject  tells  us,  "  II  se  mit  au 
"  milieu  d'un  grand  feu,  lui  disant  que  c'etoit  la  son  lit  "  VoL  ii. 
p.  68.  Amsterdam,  1734. 

With  Tarbat  match'd,  the  gods  betrayed  your  charms, 
A  victim  to  hia  cold  and  wither'd  arms. 
Tho'  haughtie  you,  whose  proud  but  beauteous 
Did  all  your  noblest  blood,  your  slaves,  despise  ; 
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Whose  rigid  cruelty  with  scorne  did  treat 

The  young  and  brave  that  languish' d  at  your  feet ; 

Even  your  contempt  the  captive  Strephon  bore, 

That  noble  youth  could  given  you  two  times  more 

As  e're  you  felt  within  your  zone  before. 

And  now  to  wed  ane  old  unsavory  thing, 

Who  to  your  bed  will  cramps  and  stitches  bring, 

Will  serenad  in  coughs  the  night  away, 

And  then  present  a  gaistly  sight  all  day. 

What  is't,  fool  dame  ?   what  wild,  what  strange  pretence 

Has  in  that  aukward  choice  debauch'd  your  sense  ? 

Was't  with  the  frigid  lump  to  quench  the  fire, 

Wlien  thoughts  of  pleasure  but  renew'd  desire, 

And  the  young  did  your  softer  breasts  inspire  ? 

The  good  St  Francis  did  your  cure  allow, 

He  hugged  and  tumbled  with  his  wife  of  snow  ; 

Thus  quell'd  the  heat  with  which  his  limb  did  glow. 

Was  it  (his)  wit  and  humour  you  pretend, 

Scorning  the  lover  to  possess  the  friend  ? 

Then  caged  by  your  bed  you  might  him  hung, 

And  have  enjoyed  his  only  gift,  the  tongue  ; 

But  for  to  stain  your  sheets  he  ne'er  was  meant, 

I  swear  by  all  the  gods  there's  witchcraft  in't.  * 

•  His  Lordship's  marriage  gave  rise  to  the  following  linei. 

Fortunate  senex  nuftquam  non  numine  notus 

Siccine  amore  senem,  te  coluere  deae. 

Thou  soncie  auld  carl,  the  world  hes  not  thy  like, 

For  ladies  fa'  in  lore  with  thee,  tho'  tliou  be  ane  auld  tyke. 
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XXII. 

xrit  tfte  .ifaimli*  at 


From  a  MS.  of  Robert  Mylne's,  in   his  4to  collection  of 

Lampoons.    See  Law's  Memorials,  p.  225-78,  and  notes 

thereon,  for  much  interesting  information 

relative  to  the  Stair  Family. 

. 

Stair's  neck,  mynd,  wyfe,  sons,  grandson,  and  the  rest, 
Are  wry,  false,  witch,  pets,  parricid,  possest. 
Curst  be  the  cause  of  Scotland's  constant  woe, 
That  hinders  Justice  in  even  pathes  to  goe. 
That  slipperie  Stairs,  whose  unstraight  steps  and  high, 
Doe,  lyke  his  neck,  turn  his  whole  course  awrie  ; 
That  trape  for  publick  place,  that  Jacob's  ladder, 
From  Knaverie's  Zenith  to  Disgrace's  Nadir  ; 
Wrong  colour'd  angell's  on  that  Stair  attend, 
Where  ill  men  mount  alwayes,  and  good  descend  — 
Sure,  of  a  setled  throne  that  Prince  despairs, 
Who  mounts  his  throne  by  crook'd  and  slidderie  Stairs. 
James's  throne,  by  making  high  Stairs,  came  to  fall  ; 
Thrones  should  have  steps  —  no  pair  of  Stairs  at  all. 
But  whate'er  steps  a  prince  doth  mount,  in  short, 
A  pair  of  Stairs  cannot  a  throne  support. 
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Tho'  non  can  all  Stair's  turns  and  steps  descrie, 
Let  not  his  Proteous  trophe  be  past  by ; 
How  Captane  Staires,  in  syllogistick  feild, 
Made  Dominie  Ronald  1  to  his  vail  our  yeild. 
At  that  first  triumph,  Glasgow  Colledge  saw 
The  juggler  turn  his  sword  to  ferula. 
Jeingo  !  the  tawes,  Presto  !  begon,  a  mace, — 
First  Nol's  2  just  power  gave  him  a  Regent's  piece, 
In  Justice  Colledge,  Rou'e  3  made  him  pass 
For  Principall,  the  whole  Session  for  his  class. 
There  he  taught  law,  shaw  me  the  man,  clear  text, 
Tho'  all  his  printed  comments  be  perplext ; 
Our  laws  were  by  prophetick  sarcasms  so 
Epitomised  by  Balmirrino ; 
He  chang'd  on  word  of  that  short  text  of  law, 
Tol  dnot  the  man  makes  him  the  law  to  shaw. 
He  hes  a  turning  rota  yett  unworne, 
Can  his  alleadgance  to  the  Tender  turne  ? 
Turne  the  Remonstrance  to  the  Tolleration, 

The  Covenant  into  the  Declaration,  4 

_ 

(He  swore,  and,  O  rare  !  keept,  thrie  kingdoms  quat 

*  Mr  Thomas  Ronald,  scoolmaster,  first  at  Lithgow,  then  at 
Stirling,  father  of  Duncan  Ronald,  W.  S.  His  mother  was 
sister  of  Livingston  of  Greenyards.  R.  M. 

2    Oliver  Cromwell.      3    King  Charles  II. 

4  He  went  to  France  two  months,  to  save  his  oath  that  he  had 
sworne,  that  he  would  rather  goe  to  France  than  take  the 
Declaration.  R.  M. 
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For  France  tuo  months  befor  he  would  doe  that,) 

Our  Cbvist'.an  friedom  to  fimatick  fetters, 

Hague  articles  to  arbitral  ie  letters, 

Our  propertie  to  that  we  did  not  know, 

And  Judges  gifts  to  Bene  Placito. 

He  twelve  myles  off  from  Bench  the  Bcrr  did  rent, 

And  turn'd  the  Session  to  a  Parliament. 

("  The  "  Bench  infallible  you  must  beleive, 

Ther  acts  ultimately  definitive) 

The  King's  power  to  frie  quarter,  when  he  wants 

A  purged  host  to  one  of  Highland  saints. 

Deecoi  3  r^d  elders  into  feckom  Erogs, 

Our  setled  preachers  into  vagrant  Rogues  ; 

For  his  strict  conscience,  with  blood  pudings  lac'd,  5 

Can  for  his  place  fanatick  blood  digest. 

Subjects  Lawborrowes  to  King's  saifty,  and 

The  Act  of  West  Kirk  to  the  Highland  band  ; 

And  when  his  arme  wes  broke  by  Lawderdale, 

He  his  subscription  turn'd  into  a  scale, 

His  Lordship  turn'd,  (to  please  his  Grace's  cronies,) 

Judgment  to  wormwood,  Law  to  Ens  Rationis. 

Chas'd  by  ill  conscience  from  hagg  to  night  ryding, 

Old  Regent  run,  old  Student  o're  to  Leyden  ! 

Ther  his  hagg  haunts  him,  where  they  had  halfe  starv'd 

By  wise  wyfes  welcom'd,  by  witches  serv'd  ; 

Till  Dutch  Armado  lands,  this  cavalier, 

5  He  did  eat  no  blood.      R.  M. 
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A  true-blue  conqueror,  valid  front  and  reare. 

He  had  no  pension,  place,  then  to  dispense 

Unto  his  lords  and  lairds  to  page  him  thence. 

He  jure  postliminii  did  transub 

Himselfe  to  ball,  the  Parliament  to  club, 

Which  will  him  holl  when  right  teased  at  ane 

Or  els  6  Sir  Patrick  will  be  the  shinnie  goe. 

He  turn'd  the  Clame  of  Right  to  compliment, 

Our  greatest  grievance  to  the  President. 

The  Lords  unto  whateer's  of  valets  still, 

A  monstrous  brood  of  Mother  Skipton's  guile, 

Got  by  her  syre  'gainst  his  Creator's  will. 

As  long's  the  Bench  is  ruled  by  such  a  Stair, 

No  straight,  or  man  of  worth  will  covet  her ; 

For  Judge  and  Presidents  the  law's  all  one, 

The  cryme  condemning  him,  did  him  repone, 

(Who  dureing  pleasure  did  possess  the  chair, 

And  he  had  chas'd  him  thence,  that  thrust  him  ther) 

Restore  him  to  lash  rumples,  not  to  rule 

A  nation  with  a  rod  that  sway'd  a  school!. 

His  Delphick  style,  ambiguous,  plainlie  tells 

What  spirit  acts  him  in  his  oracles  ; 

Just  lyke  his  kirk  in  his  apollogie, 

Both  for,  and  yitt  reform'd  from  Prelacie ; 

That  to  the  Court,  this  to  the  Westward  flies, 

Thus  he  both  church  and  state  design'd  to  please, 

6   Murray.     R.  M. 
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'Twixt  his  pets  pro  and  con,  curse  on  that  name, 
A  Judge's  son  that  takes  his  brybes,  but  shame — 
Whose  pleading  and  advyce  not  worth  a  groat, 
Ten  dollars  earns,  joyn'd  with  ther  patron's  vote  ; 
Old  Rentoun  7  keept  on  single  protoplast, 
Stairs  first  improv'd  the  number  to  a  cast  : 
With  the  tuo  least  who  could  not  reid,  but  give 
Their  ded  a  paper,  folks  tuo  merks  did  leave. 
That  brood  of  cheap  Gehazies  came  no  speed, 
Plague's  worse  than  leprosie  cleive  to  his  seed ! 
No  Jordon  can  wash  off,  for  some  to  please 
His  wyfe,  he  to  her  gods  doth  sacrifice. 
Let  non  into  her  oratorie  peep, 
They'le,  like  to  pouse,  o're  the  window  leape  ; 
So  pouse  8  in  majestie,  from  cloath  of  state 
St  Geills  saw  thrown  by  Huftie  duke  of  late. 
Tho'  she  was  hurt,  yet  e're  she  quate  the  place, 
She  reconceileed  her  her  kittelline  to  his  Grace  ; 
She  caus'd  through  fyre  Kelloch  9  to  Molloch  pass, 
That  she  might  show  her  power  on  Kelt  Dundas. 
A  clan  so  fair  of  them  the  female  sex 
With  concave  itch  to  grib,  ther  ramps  convex  ; 

7  Home,  Justice- Clerk.     R.  M. 

8  This  pouse  wes  a  catt  that  came  on  Duke  Hamilton's  cushion 

while  at  sermon  into  the  High  Church  of  Edinburgh,  and 
wes  supposed  to  be  the  Lady  Stairs  assuming   that  shape 
R.  M. 
o    Sir  James  Dalrymplc  of  Kelloch.     R.  M. 


On  shoulder  clap  made  her  Mess  James  embrace, 

And  lick  the  dreepings  of  his  scouther'd  face. 

Impale  her  crescent  sable,  which  who  tryes, 

To  blazon,  the  strange  field  his  skill  defyes ; 

For  this  halfe  moon  ne're  falls,  but  still  remaines, 

Tho'  not  of  changes  frie,  yet  frie  of  wanes  ; 

How  at  its  change  his  visage  terrifyes  ! 

In  hell,  Quevedo  saw  such  nsnamies — 

In  Gallowlie  you  may  lyke  visions  meet, 

In  Magie  J  °  Rosse's  flaming  windie  sheet. 

What  train  of  curses  that  base  brood  persues, 

Where  the  young  nephew  weds  old  uncle's  spouse  ! 

To  please  Beelzebub,  poor  Charlie  dyes, 

A  rare  meat-offering  made  of  Spanish  flyes. 

A  thrid  the  thriftie  dame  to  Pluto  sent, 

But  fyre  or  drugs,  lyke  came  in  close  criell  pent, 

Thir  tuo  were  tane  in  arles  of  the  rest, 

The  Divell  left  them  he  knew  would  serve  him  best. 

In  tuo  things  Tom  apes  Chryst,  in  nought  besyde, 

He  hugs  the  bairns,  and  on  ane  asse  doth  ryde. 

So  destine  divydes  the  cursed  best's  nest, 

The  gouke  gets  one,  the  divell  all  the  rest. 

Yet  kings  as  gods  they  can  of  nought  creat, 

Can  make  knaves  honest,  transubstantiat 

The  Cerberous  Leivetennant,  Regent,  Lawyer, 

To  Viscount  Stairs,  Lord  Glenluss,  and  Stranrawer. 

1  o   The  President's  witch  lady.    R.  M. 
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Tho'  thir  tuo  signories  deserve  a  largess, 

That  for  known  guest,  and  this  for  unknown  burgess. 

The  Galloway  Lordship's  equall  in  renoun, 

The  Divell's  Abey  and  Sir  1 1  Patrick's  toun. 

The  mailing  Stairs,  (but  for  the  goodman's  prats  * 

Ne'er  known,)  the  tytle  of  (the)  Viscount  gets. 

That  he  may  now,  what  he  fear'd  once,  avow 

His  futie  name  at  the  address  was  true, 

And  that  at  Endor  he  might  keep  his  prayer, 

In  the  old  style — Thy  faithful  servant,  Stair. 

For  the  hard  knight  his  father  doth  outvye, 

Whom  no  man  els  can  reach  in  villanie, 

He  only  ceds  to  him  in  pedantrie. 

Latine  and  Greek  to  him  are  algebra, 

His  mother's  tongue  learn'd  him  his  father's  law; 

Lyke  prentice  taught  the  trade  by  ear,  but  book, 

In  seaven  years  petship  e'er  he  wrote  or  spoke. 

He  understands  the  Digests  and  the  Cods, 

As  weell  as  peace  of  conscience — ther's  no  odds. 

Thes  tuo  Dalrymples  for  knaverie  fand  more 

Then  Scaligers  for  learning  heretofore. 

Ther  stinking  name  doth  so  befitt  ther  race, 

i  l  Sir  Patrick  Murray  wes  the  representative  of  Stranraer  in  Par- 
liament, put  in  ther  by  the  Lady  Stairs,  to  whom  she  promised 
Old  Nick's  assistance  if  he  voted  her  way  in  Parliament ;  and  ac- 
cordingly, she  ordered  his  ball,  as  on  the  preceding  leafe,  while  at 
golfe.  R.  M. 

*  The  word  "  prats  "  means  tricks.     See  Jamieson,  VoL  1 
D 
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Ther  foullest  actions  cannot  it  disgrace  ; 
Nor  can  ther  tytles  Doctor  Oats'  stain  deface. 
Tuyse  President,  tuyse  Advocat,  a  couple 
Unmatch'd,  for  Tarbate  is  not  halfe  so  souple. 
Old  Nick  himselfe's  outacted  by  young  Stair, 
His  friend  he  envyes  for  so  brave  ane  heir. 
Which  of  the  rivells  did  impregnat,  guess, 
Whom  Nick  or  Stair  the  incuba  did  press  ; 
The  chylde's  presumed  the  husband's  not  the  l«'>s. 
For  the  witch  gate  doth  droll  ded  *  incubus, 
Seing  a  friend  in  every  court's  of  use. 
Nick  gratis  doth  advyse,  and  then  accuse, 
But  doth  not  lykewyse  the  judge  office  use. 
Young  Stairs  to  get  Mackenzie's  place  adyvs'd, 
What  he  would  not,  and  so  the  King  entyc'd, 
To  cass  the  laws,  and  then  complies  ;  which  done, 
Our  Advocat  to  Justice-Clerk  strick  soon ; 
Swears  fealtie  to  the  borrowed  babe,  proclames 
Argyle  delyverer,  traitour  to  King  James. 
By  blank  commission  from  the  last  burgh  sent, 
As  soon's  he  saw  the  game  'gainst  King  James  went, 
Sate  in  the  state,  accus'd,  judg'd,  and  unca'd 
Dethron'd  the  King  for  doing  what  he  bad. 
WTith  terced  estu  f  by  murnjanc'd  chosen  post, 
The  sufferer's  restor'd  to  what  he  lost 
With  respect  to  the  clame  of  right,  because 
He  best  could  grind  the  clame  that  cass'd  the  lawes. 

*  Ded,  father,      f  Estu  ?     Mumjanc'd, — qu.  Mitmcftanc'il. 
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Then  he  cants  o'er  prerogative  high  straines, 

With  horizontall  face,  and  o'er  turn'd  braines. 

The  royall  separate  interest  sets  out 

As  clear  as  e'er  he  did  power  absolute, 

That  wes  without  reserve,  you  must  obey, 

This  is,  come  serve  the  King  in  his  own  way. 

The  King  and  people's  sait'ty  he  dissects, 

As  that,  not  this,  were  the  suprema  lex. 

The  spinosit  to  his  own  interest  true, 

Swears  if  a  Trinitie,  they  have  theirs  too. 

1 *  Solicitor  and  Advocat  aggrie 

In  ther  religion,  love,  and  chivalrie. 

Non  of  the  tuo  the  others  doe  outvie, 

For  incest,  batoning,  x  3  and  blasphemie. 

The  ancient  kyndly  way  of  love  both  choos'd, 

Sir  John  his  sister,  Will  J  4  good  sisters  us'd. 

Law  gave  him  tuo,  tho'  nature  gave  him  none ; 

What  could  Sir  William  do  more  to  peill  *  Sir  John  ? 

Both's  doubly  dub'd  with  sword  and  cane,  but  this 

(Tho'  that  their  honour  gave)  their  saif-guard  is ; 

For  Edinburgh  Cross,  Venetian  Coffee  Hous, 

Batons  in  chiefe  are  armes  that  make  them  crouss. 

Both  scoff  the  Trinitie,  believe  no  Gods, 

That  them  confounds,  and  this  sets  them  at  odds  ; 

]  »   Sir  William  Lockhart.     R.  M. 

i  3   One  of  the  two  was  battened.     R.  M.  see  next  page 

i  *  Lockhart.     R.  M.     *  Peill— equal. 
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For  all  the  health,  friends  will  fair  fVirrer  IMV 

Tlien  Craig  of  Mntton,  or  Montgumerie.  ]  •' 

To  make  this  brace  a  cast,  weill  ratifie  the  Aptistr 

To  the  King's  Chaplane  doctor  Cunabaptist.  J  ° 

Tho  Tholous  martyre  *  7  cannot  fort  *  the  three, 

His  lyfe  wes  better,  tho'  their  faiths  aggrie. — 

This  Advocat  wold  not  pursue  but  when 

Mongrennan's  witnes,  wher's  Bargany  then  ? — 

The  great  grandchild  resiles,  eir  Markie's  fate 

(Lyke  reall  vyce)  hang  data  stinger  gate. — 

May  not  the  club  of  the  addressers  fea» 

To  be  trode  doun  lyke  bairns  in  his  careir  ? 

He  fretted  at  God's  Mene  Tekells,  swore 

That  his  hand  wrytting  sould  turn  God's  hous  o're. 

Which  merite  made  him  secretare  of  state, 

But  pens  and  pistolls  both  are  ruled  by  fate. 

Tho'  Danbigh  be  his  Dedalus,  I  fear 

Will  melt  his  surplise  plums,  he  soars  so  fair, 

And  leave  his  hated  name  a  curse  to  all 

That  hear  his  crymes,  his  plagues,  his  ryse,  and  fall. 

He  hates  lyke  Juno,  tho'  like  Jove  he  lov'd, 

And  a  kynd  Camus  to  his  Billie  prov'd. 

Tho'  now  his  love  to  women's  less  than  gold, 

For  which  volentes  populos  he  sold. 

i  5   Brother  to  Skelmorlie,  batoned  Sir  John  Dalrymple  at  Lon- 
don. .  R.  M.     i  6   Probably  Carstairs. 

1  "   Probably  Urbain  Grandier.     *   Sic  in  MS.  qu.  Sort. 
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He  thought  love  faultles,  wanting  fraud  or  force, 
Amnon  loves,  ravishes,  and  then  abhores  ; 
Hear  she  wes  willing,  he  dissembled  not — 
Ther  father  fand,  not  lost,  such  near  friends  got. 
So  Adam  fand — lyke  whom  Sir  John  did  wedd, 
And  choyc'd  a  guarden  for  his  church  and  bed. 
His  Eve  1  8  sought  ther  no  covering  for  bare  thighs, 
As  she  doth  now,  to  hyde  her  coach  glass'd  eyes. 
Mes  Davie  Mortoun  blest  them  in  the  dawing  ; 
Off  them  ther  sprang  ane  Abell  and  a  Cain  ; 
Would  Cain  his  father  as  his  brother  use, 
It  something  would  the  former  fact  excuse  ; 
Would  he  give  his  grandfather  the  thrid  shott, 
The  parracide  l  '•'  would  tume  a  patriot — 
Famous  for  what  cause,  Stampfield  and  Dalrye  *  ° 
Are  branded  with  eternall  infamie — 
In  all  Stair's  offspring  we  no  difference  know, 
They  do  the  females,  as  the  males,  bestow — 
So  he  of  ane  of  his  daughter's  mariage  gave  the  ward, 
Lyke  a  true  vassell,  to  Glenlusse's  Laird ; 
He  knew  what  she  did  to  her  master  plight, 
If  she  her  faith  to  Rutherfurd  should  slight ; 
Which,  lyke  his  own,  for  greid  he  brak  outright. 
Nick  did  Baldoon's  posterior  right  deride, 

i  8  Duiulas,  Lady  Stair.    i»  Stair  shot  his  eldest  brother.  II.  M. 

a  °  Stampfield,  that  murdered  Sir  James  own  father  was  a  cussine  of 
Sir  John's;  and  Dairy  murdered  Sir  George  Lockhart, presi- 
dent. R.  M. 
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And,  as  first  substitute,  did  sease  the  bride. 

What  e're  he  to  his  mistres  did  or  said, 

He  threw  the  bridegroom,  from  the  nuptiall  bed, 

Into  the  chimney  did  so  his  rivall  maull, 

His  bruised  bones  ne're  cured  but  by  the  fall.11 

The  airie  fiend,  for  Stairs  hath  land  in  Air, 

Possess  another  daughter  *  2  for  ther  share, 

Who,  without  wings,  can  with  her  rumple  flye. 

No  midding-foull  did  ever  mount  so  high ; 

Can  skip  o'er  mountaines,  and  o'er  steiples  soare, 

A  way  to  petticoats  ne're  known  before. 

Her  flight's  not  useles,  tho'  she  nothing  catch  ; 

She's  good  for  letters  when  they  neid  dispatch. 

WTien  doors  and  windows  shutt,  cage  her  at  home, 

She'le  play  the  shittlecock  through  all  the  roume. 

This  high  flown  lady  never  trades  a  stair, 

To  mount  her  wys6  Lord's  castles  in  the  air —  * } 

It's  not  Stair's  bairnes  alone  Nick  doth  infest, 

His  children's  children  lykewise  are  possest. 

Penelope,  * 4  on  whom  Batavia  gaz'd, 

Saw  vice  deceniall  to  perfection  rais'd, 

Bove  both  her  sex  and  age,  for  Messaline  *  5 

1  I   JBaldoon.  He  fell  and  broke  his  neck  at  the  Quarrell  Holes, 

neer  Edinburgh,  from  his  horse.     R.  M. 
»  *   Lord  Crichton's  Lady.     R.  M. 
»  »   He  wes  a  fool.    R.  M. 
1  *  Countess  of  Dumfriess.     R.  M. 
*  J   This  Messaline  wes  a  vinous  Queen.     R.  M. 
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Herselfe  had  ne're  such  furie  uterin. 

And  Lord  Cathcart  whither  elfes  did  coniand 

Her  unseen  vehicle  to  the  fairie  land, 

Or  if  he  to  infantum  limbus  sainted, 

Elias,  antipods,  or  place  enchanted. 

From  his  dam's  knee  so  cliverlie  he  went, 

That  his  translation's  our  astonishment. 

What  may  these  hardned  Pharoahs  then  expect, 

Who  do  so  many  and  sore  plagues  neglect  ? 

But  that  lyke  reprobates  they  shall  be  lost 

In  the  Red  Sea,  and  ne're  reach  Canaan's  cost. 

Of  if  their  blood's  by  strangling,  Justice  spares, 

And  on  a  ladder  mount  that  pair  of  Staires, 

They'll  mount  no  higher — fye,  for  that  rarie  show — 

To  Stair  or  the  Staires  when  they'r  falling  low  ! 

This  will  set  right  the  wrey  neck  with  more  luck, 

Which  Salton's  bottle  did  ;  *  6  but  while  it  struck 

That  serpent  face,  which  now  'gainst  Heaven  doth  braull, 

Shall  prostrate,  then  look  whither  it's  to  fall — 

Wee  then  shall  sie  what  Douglass  did  fortell ; 

Then  and  no  sooner — Scotland  shall  be  well.17 

1 «  Fletcher.     R.  M. 

1  "   Amongst  Mylne's  MSS.  occurs  the  following  Epitaph  "  on 
the  Viscount  of  Stair's  sister.  " 

Here  lyes  my  honest  old  Auntie, 

Whom  Death  has  put  in  his  pockmantic. 

Three  score  ten  years  God  did  gift  her ; 

Here  she  lyes,  and  see  who  will  lift  her  ! 
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XXIII. 


to 

tfoe  Uttfee  0f  l^amtttmt, 
ttjimt  fu£  frwntrsftijj  toiift 


From  Mylne's  MSS. 

Welcome,  great  Duke,  with  all  the  joy  that's  due 
To  the  blest  union  of  our  friends  and  you  ; 
The  Lord  has  don't,  is  all  that  we  can  say, 
But  first  to  reverence,  and  next  to  pray  ; 
Not  free  of  fears,  we  beg  in  the  first  place 
For  grace  of  perseverance  to  your  Grace  ; 
For  when  with  holy  zeal  we  think  upon 
The  old  malignant  house  of  Hamilton, 
Who  our  reforming  course  at  first  withstood, 
At  Langside  bathed  themselves  and  us  in  blood, 
Whilest  the  nixt  heir  the  nation  made  consent 
To  the  five  articles  in  Parliament. 
And  his  two  sonnes  that  quarrel  scorne  to  yeeld 
To  any  but  to  fate  in  open  field  ; 
For  a  just  axe  and  a  keen  bullet  sent 
Them  both  to  their  deserved  punishment. 
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But  what  atmost  would  move  us  to  despair 

If  these  unhappy  men  should  have  an  heir, 

Who  with  bold  thoughts  their  fatall  steps  pursues 

Their  blood,  their  principals,  and  our  fears  renewes. 

These  are  the  godleyes  fears,  but  quickly  gone 

When  the  great  son  of  martyr'd  Warriston 

Does  fill  the  cup  of  blessings  to  the  brim, 

And  you're  content  to  truckle  under  him  ; 

The  righteous  seed,  who  else  should  enterpose 

With  you,  who  for  your  patren  Bradshaw  shows  ! 

And  in  a  strain  of  glory  him  outdone, 

He  judged  the  father,  you  forfault  the  son.  * 

Not  only  soe,  but  in  your  justice  sign 

The  act  that  did  exterminate  the  line, 

And  those  that  nicely  paralell  the  cause, 

Sayes  your  Sir  William  was  your  Dorislaus.  f 

Go  on,  great  Duke,  your  hand  is  at  the  plough, 

For  looking  back's  both  sin  and  folly  now ; 

Let  Crawford,  Cardros,  Melviri  you  advise, 

Let  Polwart  flourish  out  the  enterprise  ; 

Here  and  hereafter  both  malignantts  damn, 

Down  o'er  their  throats  the  new  alledgence  crainin ; 

First  fill  the  prisons  till  they'll  hold  no  more, 

Then  let  the  scaffolds,  reeking  with  their  gore, 

*   D.  Hamilton  when  President  of  the  Convention  of  Estates  in 
1689,  forfeit  K.  James  the  VII.   H.  M. 
•f   Sir  W.  Hamilton.  11.  M. 
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Be  the  fam'cl  theatres  that  shall  express 
Your  pious  princely  zeall  to  be  no  less 
Than  old  Argyle,  when  he  the  maxim  prov'd 
That  it  was  safer  to  be  fear'd  than  lov'd. 
Thus  we  take  leave,  and  all  with  one  accord 
Does  rest  your  Grace's  servants  in  the  Lord. 


XXIV. 


on  tfte 

to  tit*  prince 


From  Mylne's  MSS. 

When  sacred  monarchy  was  tumbling  down, 

And  bold  usurpers  seized  upon  the  crown, 

On  the  last  day  of  fatal  eighty-eight 

The  holy  brethren  of  the  Western  seat 

Together  heavily,  and  all  at  once, 

From  hollow  hearts  did  echo  forth  their  groans  ; 

With  prayers  of  devout  nonsense  inspir'd, 

With  sacred  sack  and  holy  brandy  fir'd, 

To  God  they  first  ane  information  bring, 

They  cheat  the  people  and  they  curse  the  King. 
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Then  they  address  or  do  command  the  Prince 

To  give  them  his  most  speciall  defence  ; 

And  that  'gainst  law  and  reason  he  would  try 

To  settle  them  in  Church  democracy, 

Which  brings  alongst  with  it,  without  debate, 

Endless  confusion  to  both  Church  and  State  : 

His  Highness  they  call  chosen  of  the  Lord, 

And  singularly  fit  to  draw  the  sword 

Against  the  Prelates  their  chief  enemies, 

And  consequently  God's ;  they  do  despise 

All  differing  parties,  swell'd  with  spiritual  pride, 

Blind  to  themselves,  they  damn  the  world  beside  ; 

To  us  all  threatenings  in  the  Scriptures  they, 

But  to  themselves  the  promises,  apply  ; 

So  if  the  Prince  refuse,  anon  he'll  see 

His  name  torn  from  the  absolute  degree. 

These  rabble  drivers  raise  the  hue  and  cry 

For  shaking  off  the  yoke  of  Prelacie, 

Most  grievous  in  itself,  that  neither  they, 

Nor  they  nor  their  forefathers  could  obey. 

So  with  applause  that  generall  cant  goes  on 

To  raise  Christ's  kingdom  when  its  but  their  own, 

To  which  they  give  the  name  of  the  Good  Cause  ; 

Thus  wanton  grew  by  kicking  at  the  laws, 

They  openly  or  secretly  oppose 

Whate'er  divine  or  human  laws  impose. 

This  pamper 'd  tribe,  half  villains  and  half  fools, 

Against  the  settled  peace  most  dangerous  tools  ; 
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At  many  meeting  a  petition  make, 

Although  to  god  extemporie  doth  speak, 

Which  comes  near  a  fanatic  sermon's  length, 

And  senseless  gibberish  wrung  out  by  the  strength 

Of  heated  fancie,  with  a  grave  pretence, 

Which  justifies  the  author's  want  of  sense  ; 

But  this  address  so  penn'd,  deserves  in  short 

To  go  to  Bedlam  rather  than  to  court. 

But,  holy  brethren,  I  would  gladly  see 

How  this  address  doe  with  the  last  agree. 

I  grant  you  serve  the  king  now  as  before 

According  to  your  principall  and  power  ; 

So  thus  in  short  we  most  exactly  see 

The  sober  Presbyterian's  modesty, 

If  any  such  in  all  this  world  there  be. 

In  fine,  from  that  perplexed  religion 

Whose  government  is  mere  confusion, 

Whose  doctrine  doth  destroy  moralitie, 

Of  thy  great  goodness,  Lord  deliver  me  I 
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XXV. 

Staranmtta  XUtritir* 

From  Sibbald's  MSS.     Both  the  Latin  and  the  Translation  are  by 

Pitcairn,  and  are  equally  excellent.     It  is  much  to  be 

regretted,  that  the  Poetical  Works  of  this  very 

accomplished  man  have  never  been 

collected. 

1. 

Qui  principem  abjurat  animo  lucrandr, 

Nee  jus  nee  verum  curat, 

Qui  principem  abjurat, 

Hoe,  ei,  ut  rem  acquirat  est  causa  praedicandi 
Qui  principem  abjurat  animo  lucrandi. 

2. 

Est  regula  Scripturse,  Stia  cuique  dentw. 

Hoc  (Juibus  non  est  curae 

Regula  Scripturae 

Mentis  sunt  impurae  et  stigmate  notentur, 
Est  regula  Scripturae,  Sua  cuique  dmtur. 

3. 

Qurprimo  proposuerat  foedus  abjurandi 

Gentem  abhorruerat, 

Qui  primo  proposuerat, 
Nam  lites  iste  moverat  et  causas  altercandi 
Qui  primo  proposuerat  foedus  abjurandi. 
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ENGLISHED. 
1. 

Who  takes  the  abjuration,  for  love  of  filthy  gain, 

To  keep  his  post  and  station  ; 

Who  takes  the  abjuration, 

When  comes  a  restauration,  he'll  take  his  word  again, 
Who  takes  the  abjuration  for  love  of  filthy  gain. 

2. 
The  Scripture  doth  enjoin,  Give  ev'ry  one  their  due  ; 

Why  then  for  love  of  coyn, 

Since  Scripture  doth  enjoin, 

Should  falsely  one  purloyn,  and  swear  against  what's  true, 
Since  Scripture  doth  enjoin,  Give  ev'ry  one  their  due. 

3 

Whoever  first  did  state  the  oath  of  abjuration, 

Did  Church  and  Nation  hate ; 

Whoever  first  did  state, 

For  he's  caus'd  much  debate  'mongst  people  of  each  station, 
Whoever  first  did  state  the  oath  of  abjuration, 


Ad  Sanitatem  Regis  tibi  propino, 

Est  Dux  nostri  gregis, 

Ad  Sanitatem  Regis 
Est  fons  nostri  Legis  Jure  Divino 
Ad  Sanitatem  Regis  tibi  propino. 


*  PASQUILS,  &c.  G3 

ENGLISHED.  . 

A  Health  to  the  King  I  do  thee  propine, 

Who  over  ua  should  reign, 

A  Health  to  the  King, 
He's  of  our  laws  the  spring 
And  that  by  Right  Divine, 

A  Health  to  the  King  I  do  thee  propine. 
Vivat  Rex  ! 

xxvi. 
nit  tft*  i37tit 


To  the  Tune  of  the  "Broom  of  the  Cowdenknows,  " 
From  Mylne's  MSS.   This  paroday  is  ascribed  to  Pitcairn. 

1 

At  Athol's  feet  we  sat  and  wept, 

When  Bothwell  we  thought  on  ; 
And  Pentland  hills,  where  we  were  wont 

To  randevouze  upon. 

2 
When  he  required  of  us  a  song, 

A  song  of  our  own  nation  ; 
The  de'el  a  song  had  we  to  sin"1, 

But  the  oath  of  abjuration. 

3 
Our  gracious  Queen,  she  is  not  lyke 

Our  griefes  for  to  tume  over  ; 
But  we  must  flee  to  our  elect, 

The  Emperour  and  Hanover. 
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XXVII. 


ROBERTO  GRAIO,  Scoto,  Londini  Medicinam  profi- 
tenti,  ARCH.  PITCARNIUS,  Scotus.     S. 


Hie,  qui  terris  latitat  Britannis, 
Solus,  aut  nullo  sapiens  amico, 
Ille  quam  debet  miser  inquefelix 

Vivere,  Grai? 

Audiit  nunquam,  meditante  Stoto 
Carmina  Eoas  domitura  tig-res, 
Proximum  aut  Phoebo  Priorum  canentes 
Dulce  Camoenas. 

Ille  quid  credat  redeuntia  astra 

Soils  ac  Lunae  sibi  dedicari, 

Se  nisi  ut  solum  miserumque  possit 

Saepe  videre  ? 

Quid  putes  mi  mine  animi  esse  soli, 
Postque  tot  raptos  inopi  sodales, 
Te  fere  solo  superante,  te  ca- 

rissime  Grai  ? 
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XXVII. 

to  drag,  fcevritftttt 

bn  &rauii  rrf  Salpfttn  cjlaiT* 

Arcliy  Pitcairn,  the  Scot's  address, 

To  Robie  Gray,  a  Scot  beguess, 

At  London  physick  does  profess, 

Sends  the  great  letter  S, 
Quod  cst — healthiness. 

He  who  aloi ic  in  Brittain's  land  darn'd  lies, 
Or  wants  a  friend  with  whom  he  may  be  wise, 
How  mis'rable  un  and  happy  lives  he,  pray 
Tell  me,  Rob  Gray  ? 

For  lie  ne'er  heard  the  umquhile  sweet  singing  Slot, 
Who  Eastern  tygers  could  quail  with  his  nott, 
Nor  how  wont  to  Apollo,  prayers,  praise, 
Sweet  Muses  raise. 

Why  should  he  think  the  course  of  Sun  and  Moon, 
Are  dedicat  to  him,  but  that  he  thereby  soon 
Himself  alone — and  wretched  too  to  be 
As  often  see. 

How  can  it  by  my  lonely  mind  be  borne, 
From  poor  wretched  me  so  many  comnuls  torn, 
That  none  almost  is  left  but  theo,  my  dea- 
-rcst  Gray,  but  thce  ? 
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Namque  nos  liquit  decus  illud  aevi 
Scotici,  sic  Di  voluere,  liquit 
Regise  stirpis  decus  atque  fama 

Gregoriana?. 

I  lie  Neutonum  incolumem  lubenti 
Xarrat  Euclidi,  siculoque  Divo. 
Miraque  augusti  docet  almus  Angli 

Coepta  stupentes. 

Deinde  Perga;um  reducem  no\nimquo 
Acris  Halleii  studiis,  sed  ipse, 
Quam  graves  nuper  tulerit  labores 

Dicere  parcit. 

Ista  nequicquam  memoramus  :  ille 
Inunemor  nostri,  patruoque  gaudens, 
Nos  ope  &  cura  sapientis  orbos 

Liquit  amici.  * 

*  Selcota  Poemafa  Arcliibaldi  Pitcarnii  et  aliorum. 
Edin.  1727,  p.  46. 
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For  fled's  the  honour  of  the  Scottish  age, 
The  Gods  so  wish'd — I  fear  they're  in  a  rage — 
Of  Gregory's  Royall  lyne,  the  fame  and  glore 
Shines  here  no  more. 

Now  gracious  he,  Euclid  and  Archimede, 
With  the  rich  news  of  Newton's  health  makes  glad, 
With  wonders  th'  august  English  man  hath  done, 
He  doth  them  stain* 

Then  how  Pergeus  restor'd  is  ami  made  new, 
By  the  smart  Rally's  pains,  too,  he  doth  shew, 
But  how  of  late  himself  hath  laboured 
Not  a  word  said. 

But  we  these  mind  in  vain,  forgot  by  him  are  we, 
Who's  gone,  his  Uncle  to  enjoy,  not  see, 
And  needy  we  of  a  wise  friend  to  boot, 
Left  destitute.  * 

*  « The  above  poyem  is  a  burlesque  upon  Dr  Gregory's  Elegy, 
writt  by  Dr  A.  Pitcairn,  and  inscribed  to  Dr  Robert  Gray.  Dr 
Broun  of  Dolphington  (a  man  of  a  whimsical  fancie)  is  author  of 
the  said  merry  poem.  '—Fauntainhall's  MSS. 

Broun  was  author  of  the  "  Character  of  the  True  Public  Spirit," 
and  of  a  tract  in  two  parts,  entitled,  "  Essay  on  the  New  Process 
for  a  Land  Mint."  8vo.  Edin.  1705. 
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XXVIII. 

0it  tfee  ^Urri  itf  Cratotortf. 


From  Mylne's  MSS.     This  Nobleman  was  the  Lord  Whigndenof 
Pitcairn's  witty  play,  The  Assembly. 


Of  all  the  worthies  who  advanced  the  cause, 

There's  one  indeed  deserves  the  chiefe  applause  ; 

A  genuine  Saint,  a  Whig  without  allay, 

Not  tainted  with  the  least  malignant  clay, 

A  true  Nathaneel  in  Presbytrie. 

Cant,  Henderson,  and  all  that  yet  hath  been, 

Are  but  forerunners,  and  dark  types  of  him. 

Ane  homiomrie  of  fanatique  span, 

Justling  by  chance,  made  up  the  wondrous  man, 

Each  atom  was  a  Presbyterian. 


Brought  from  a  garden,  and  obscure  retreat, 
Abdolomenus  like,  to  rule  the  state, 
Sick  herbage  now  and  fading  flowers  declare 
The  fatall  loss  of  such  a  gardiner's  care ; 
Yea,  the  poor  tender  imps  begin  to  fail, 
And  suffer  sadly  through  their  master's  zeall ; 
And  though  he  alwayes"  something  doth  retaiue, 
As  its  no  wonder,  of  the  gardiner's  mien, 
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Yet  for  a  modem  statesman  he  was  fit, 

For  both  were  small,  his  fortune  and  his  witt. 

The  two  constituents  of  phanatick  Peer 

Are,  want  of  sense,  and  scarce  twelve  pounds  a  yew. 

Witt  was  a  dangerous  tooll  in  former  reigns, 

For  arbitrarie  councells  and  designs ; 

And  a  bad  fortune  well  may  reckon'd  be 

To  being  forfeit  just  the  nixt  degree. 

He  was  the  restless  Puritans  post-horse ; 

Old  sighing  hags  did  chalk  him  out  his  course, 

And  zealous  websters  were  his  councellors. 

Then  he  became  knight-errant  of  the  cause, 

And  fought  his  way  through  all  the  kingdom's  laws  ; 

Sense  and  Religion  both  in  triumph  led, 

While  armies  of  lewd  curates  vanquished 

Would  gain  his  point  in  spite  of  pollicie, 

And  conquer  by  the  absolute  decree. 


One  trusty  Squair  *  he  had  for  all  his  train, 
Who  did  a  virtual  troop  of  guards  contain ; 
He,  not  being  used  to  plenty,  glutts  his  pencil, 
Forsook  God's  laws,  and  lusted  for  a  wench  ; 
Or  if,  in  sacred  phrase,  yon  needs  must  have  it, 
Went  in  unto  a  sister,  who  conceived. 

*  This  was  Young  of  Kitkton.     R.  M. 
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* 

Fareweill,  my  Lord,  who  jie'er  shall  be  forgot, 

Till  Whigs  cease  to  perjure,  lye,  chefctt,  and  plott  ; 

Till  Struther  parks,  aa  they  before  have  done, 

Produce  a  tree  can  laden  sixty  tun  ; 

Till  all  this  come  to  pass,  thy  name  shall  be 

Bless'd  with  a  happy  immortality, 

Poor  famish'd  curates  shall  thy  praise  proclaim, 

And  crying  orphants  echo  forth  thyjiame. 


xxix. 
an  JHr  Stewtrf  Jrtetoavt, 


Quam  formosa  tua  et  facies  tenebrosa  Stewarte, 
Qnam  simplex,  duplex,  quam  falsum  pectus  honesti, 
Quam  verax  mendax,  Oh  !  quam  suavis  amarus, 
Quam  celeste  tecum  meditans  teirestria  pectus, 
Tuque  colens  Christum,  coelum,  nee  Tartara  credis, 
Non  mirum  quamvis  ludis  utraque  manu. 

PARAPHRASED. 

How  wonderous  are  the  features  of  thy  face, 
Where  smyles  and  frowns  by  tinns  assume  their  place, 
That  gloomy  cloud  which  on  thy  brows  does  sit, 
Speaks  thy  deep  judgement  and  thy  dangerous  witt  ; 
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Thy  visage  is  anc  emblem  of  thy  heart, 
Where  easy  passion  acts  a  different  partc. 
A  subtile  serpent,  now  a  harmless  dove, 
All  rage  and  furie — in  a  moment  love. 
By  nature  false,  yet  honest  if  thou  please, 
Honey  or  gall,  speak  truth  or  specious  lyes, 
Such  Proteus  sliapes  you  can  put  on  with  ease. 
A  Saint  in  show,  but  in  a  carnall  mynd, 
A  slave  to  mammon's  drossie  part  inclyn'd, 
Heav'n  thou  pretends  to  seek,  but  heaven  does  know, 
All  thy  desires  are  centered  here  below. 
Wheedling's  thy  trade,  and  spite  of  all  commands, 
Thou  findst  the  art  to  play  with  both  the  hands. 


From  Mylne's  MSS. 

Sir  James  Stewart  thou'lt  hing 

in  a  string, 
Sir  James  Stewart,  knave 

and  rogue  thou  art, 
For  thou  ne'er  had  a  true  heart 

to  God  or  the  King, 
Sir  James  Stewart  thou'lt  hing 

in  a  string. 
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XXX. 


wit 

itf  STOgtlato,  0  tie  fff  tite  £>*natarg 

jrf  tftt  Cclltjg;*  rtf  Staotirr, 

toft*  trgetr  in  JSer*  1704. 

Lockhart  gives  a  very  unfavourable  character  of  Lord  Whytlaw. 
After  mentioning  that  this  Judge  owed  his  elevation  to  "  Whig- 
gery,  "  he  observes,  "  He  soon  displayed  a  forward  haughty  mind. 
Betwixt  man  and  man,  where  he  had  no  particular  concern,  he 
was  just,  but  extremely  partial,  where  his  friend,  or  his  own  poli- 
ticks interfered.  He  had  a  sound,  solid  judgment,  but  all  his  ac- 
tions were  accompanied  with  so  much  pride,  vanity,  ill  nature  and 
severity,  that  he  was  odious  to  every  body.  "  He  was,  a  few  months 
before  his  death,  made  Justice  Clerk.  Lockhart  Papers,  Vol.  I. 
p.  107.  He  was  succeeded  by  Adam  Cockburn  of  Ormistoun. 


1. 

Stand,  passenger,  and  pass  not  by, 
Till  that  ye  know  who  here  doth  lye. 
A  Lord  he  was,  sometyme  ago  deceast, 
Abhorer  of  King,  prophet,  and  of  priest. 
And  of  Archbishops,  Bishops,  and  their  kynd, 
Brawler  of  men  who  were  not  of  his  mynd. 
His  means  were  (still)  his  God,  his  dog  his  thyld, 
His  wife  the  Dalilah  who  him  beguiled. 
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His  scripture  creed,  and  his  trew  Gospel  light, 

Were  all  confin'd  into  his  clame  of  right ; 

For  which  he's  damned,  (and)  his  body's  rotten, 

He's  mock'd  by  the  age,  and  his  practiques  forgotten ; 

In  hell  for  ever  he  ryves  the  claim  of  right, 

And  giv'st  King  William  for  his  a to  dight. 

2. 

Old  Nick  was  in  want  of  a  lawyer  in  hell, 

To  preside  o're  the  Court  there  of  Session, 
So  old  Whytlaw  he  took,  for  he  suited  him  well, 

For  tyranny,  lust,  and  oppression. 
Twixt  the  Devil  and  Whytlaw  the  poor  wretches 
damn'd, 

Will  be  sore  put  about  in  that  hot  land, 
For  now  the  fierce  Justice  Clerk's  got  the  command, 

They  corUl  hardly  be  worse  off  in  Scotland. 


74  PASQUILS,  &c. 

XXXI. 

an  tfte 


From  Mylne's  MSS.  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  whose  demise  gave 
rise  to  the  ensuing  verses,  died  on  the  1st  September  1715. 

The  Tinclarian  Doctor,  in  one  of  his  singular  pamphlets  ad- 
dressed to  the  French  King,  and  commencing  "  Old  Lewis,  may 
"  it  please  your  Majesty,  "  asks,  "  I  would  fain  ken  Lewis  if  ever 
"  you  heard  of  me,  for  many  time  I  have  heard  of  you,  and  more 
"  in  the  pulpits  than  any  where  else  ;  and  if  you  were  as  oft  in 
"  your  oun  Kirks  in  France,  as  you  are  in  our  pulpits  in  Scotland, 
"  you'd  be  very  sib  to  the  Kirk,  so  nearest  the  Kirk,  nearest  the 
"  Devil.  "  A  specimen  of  the  manner  in  which  the  subject  was 
handled,  may  with  propriety  be  added.  Mr  Lining,  a  popular 
orator,  in  his  prayers  is  reported  to  have  cursed  Lewis,  in  the  fol- 
lowing very  energetic  manner.  "  Lord,  curse  him,  confound  him, 
"  and  damn  him  :  dress  him,  and  guide  him  as  thou  didst  Pharaoh, 
"  Senacherib,  and  our  late  King  James  and  his  father.  " 

When  Whigs  for  want  of  matter  were  perplext, 
Lewis  le  Grand  was  still  their  theme  and  text  ; 
In  all  their  thundering  prayers  they  damn'd  and  curst  him, 
And  b?ul  Dee'l  knock,  Dee'l  sink,  Dee'l  ryve  and  burst 

him. 

Now  he  is  gone,  what  will  you  Whigs  do  next, 
Take  Orleans  gloss,  that  did  destroy  the  text.  * 

*  An  allusion  to  the  ridiculous  accusation  against  the  Regent 
Orleans,  that  he  had  poisoned  the  King. 
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XXXII. 


Jftitnrv  Satirical 


The  following  minor  satirical  trifles,  \vith  the  exception  of  the 

two  first,  were  transcribed  from  the  fly-leaves  of  a  copy  of 

the  "  180  Loyal  Songs,  "  12mo.  London,  1685, 

which  bad  belonged  to  Robert  Mylne  ; 

they  are  all  in  his  handwriting, 

and  most  of  them  merit 

preservation. 


1. 


ON  LORD  CHANCELLOR  HYDE. 

Our  Lord  is  pleased  when  lie  avengeth  him, 
The  world  is  pleased  when  that  a  knave  doth  die ; 
The  devil  is  pleased  when  he  a  soule  doth  win  ; 
Now  all  are  pleased  when  Chancellor  Hyde  doth  fly. 

2. 

ON  DR  HAY,  1697. 

Beneath  this  stone,  nmidest  the  clay, 
At  his  wyfe's  arse,  lyes  Dr  Hay. 


76  PASQUILS,  &c. 

3. 

ON  KING  JAMES  VII.  BY  MR  HILL,  TAILLEOR. 

King  James  the  Seventh's  mortal  itie's  laid  down, 
No  Nassau  now  can  rob  him  of  his  crown, 
Header  no  more,  for  as  the  times  goe  now, 
None  dare  give  God,  nor  dare  give  James  bis  due. 

4. 

EPITAPH  ON  KATHARINE  M'MILLAN,  OLD  LADY  LOGY. 

Here  lyes  enshrin'd  in  this  foull  lining 
The  mother  of  Jock  and  Willy  Bining, 
Who  liv'd  a  miser,  dyed  ane  witch, 
And  now  to  hell  they  hurl'd  the  bitch. 
In  Nethei  iOim  she  keepit  a  masson, 
Not  by  his  airt  but  her  creation, 
To  set  and  build  for  her  a  tomb, 
Since  oft  he  carved  upon  her  womb, 
Blank  emblems,  cyphers,  hieroglyphicks, 
As  is  the  judgment  of  all  criticks. 
Her  wynding  sheet  is  ane  old  shirt, 
Her  funeral  1  oyls  are  piss  and  dirt : 
Her  cofine  is  of  ane  old  girnell, 
Earth  keeps  the  shell,  the  deil  the  kirnell. 
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5. 

LYNES  TO  JOHN  CARNAGIE. 

O. !  John  Carnagie,  in  Dunlappie, 
Thou  hes  a  wyfe  both  blythe  and  sappie, 
A  bottle  that  is  both  whyte  and  nappie  ; 
Thou  sits,  and  with  thy  little  cappie, 
Thou  drinks,  and  never  leaves  a  drappie, 
Until  thou  sleepest  lyke  a  tappie. 
O  !  were  I  John,  I  would  be  happie. 

6. 

EPITAPH  ON  WILLIAM  OF  ORANGE,  USURPER,  WHO] 
DIED  8TH  MARCH  1702. 

Howl,  howl,  ye  fiends,  your  sables  deeper  die, 
For  here  interr'd  your  greatest  friend  doth  lye  ; 
Your  William  dead,  hurl'd  by  Jehovah's  hand, 
Flies  headlong  down,  your  legions  to  command. 
Yet  much,  I  doubt,  the  Potentat  of  Hell 
Dare  trust  his  legions  to  a  fiend  so  fell, 
But  rather  use  him  as  ane  useless  thing, 
Who,  now  he's  dead,  can  no  more  serve  your  king. 
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7. 

LYNE8 — DAVID  BAILLIE,  PILLORIED  FOR  ARGYLE's  PLOT 

AND  QUEENSBERRIE'S  AGAINST  DUKES  OF  HAMILTON 

AND  ATHOL,  1704.— HE  WES  EXECUT  FOR 

KILLING  HIS  OWN  BROTHER,  AT 

LONDON,  APRIL  28.  1708. 

This  I  to  Jamie  Wyllie  owe,  * 

And  to  the  curs't  Dalrymples,— 

Curs't  with  the  murder  of  Glencoe. 

This  I  to  Jamie  Wyllie  owe, 

And  to  that  cripple  bitch  also,  * 

Whose  grandsire  cut  cows  rumples.  J 

8. 

POPULAR  RHYMES. 
CIRCA  1710. 

Fools  out  of  favour  grudge  at  knaves  in  place, 
And  men  are  always  honest  in  disgrace ; 
Court  preferment  makes  men  knaves  by  course, 
If  those  that's  out,  were  in,  they  would  be  worse. 

i  Sir  James  Stewart.    R.  M.     z  Marquess  (i.  e.  Marchioness) 

Annandale.  R.  M. 
3  This  wes  Thomson,  a  flesher,  father  of  Sir  William  Thomson, 

town-clerk  of  Edinburgh.     R.  M. 
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ANSWERS. 

Wise  men  slight  favour,  and  preferment  scorn, 
When  knaves  can  claim  it  and  better  serve  the  turn  ; 
What  have  the  just  to  doe,  wher  rogues  take  place, 
Or  who  would  purchase  honour  with  disgrace. 

When  King  and  laws  begin  to  disagree, 
And  Court  and  countrie  advocat  the  plea, 
Knaves  here  are  hyr'd,  its  true,  bot  are  not  made, 
They're  such  befoir,  and  serve  bot  as  they're  paid, 

Wise  men  suffer,  good  men  grieve, 
Knaves  devise,  and  fooles  believe  ; 
Help,  O  Lord  !  send  aid  unto  us, 
Else  knaves  and  fools  will  quite  undoe  us.  l 

THE  CALL. 

If  there  be  any  traytor,  viper,  or  wigeon, 
That  will  fight  against  God  for  the  true  religion  ; 
That  to  maintain  the  Parliament's  votes, 
Of  all  true  subjects  will  cut  the  throats  ; 
That  for  the  King  and  his  countrie's  good, 
Will  consume  all  the  land  with  fyre  and  blood. 

i  These  four  lines  are  prefixed  as  a  motto  to  the  scarce  Collec- 
tion of  Songs  against  the  Rump  Parliament,  2  vols.  12mo,  London, 
1731.  What  is  more  remarkable,  they  arc  given  in  the  Gentleman's 
Magazine  of  1733  as  an  original  composition,  and  made  to  apply 
to  the  ministry  then  in  power. 
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I    SAY, 

If  any  such  traitor,  viper,  mutineer,  be  born, 

Let  him  repair  to  the  Lord  with  the  double  gilt  home.  x 

9. 

FOUR  LINES  PUT  INTO    THE    BASON  OF  THE  TRON 

CHURCH,  ON  THE  THAKSGIVING  DAY,  (FOR 

PERTH  AND  PRESTON)  ?TH  JUNE  1716. 

BY  CHRISTIE  FRANK. 

Did  ever  men  play  such  pranks 
As  for  murder  to  give  thanks, 
Hold  damn'd  preacher,  goe'no  furder, 
God  accepts  not  thanks  for  murder. 


10 


JACOBITE  EPIGRAM. 

One  seeing  ane  Irish  babie  (bawbee)  with  "  Gcorgius  Rex, '' 

•without  the  words  "  Dei  Gratia, ,"  made  the 

following  lynes  theron.     R.  M. 

O  German  Prince,  whose  character  is  odd, 
Georgius  Rex,  without  the  Grace  of  God  ! 


Marlborough. 
THE  END, 
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